
SUPERDOPE #2 

Summer 1991 TWO DOLLARS 


A RADIO BIRDHAH A 

Y Interview w/ Deniz Tek & Angie Pepper Y 

+ RUDOLPH GREY, BOYS FROM NOWHERE 

interviews 


+ SPIKE IN VAIN, MONSTER MAGNET, 
SIMPLY SAUCER, FLIPPER, PRISONSHAKE 





















MERGE RECORDS 



SUMMER BAKE OFF!! 

new 7" wax: _ 

mrg 013 PURE Asheville steambath in asnazzy sleeve; 
mrg 015 CORAL 3 barbed songs^ froirt Richinond quartet. 

mrg 016 ERECTUS MONOTONE ne W pop 

ihaisterpiece:;5Songs ohthis humming little disc; 

mrg 017 BREADWINNER get the gardening: help* 

mrg 018 SUPERCHUNK preview of new LP, plus 

soon tp be rare trax you'll play for yr grandkids. 



all records $3.00 ppd. 
p.o. box 1235 chapel HUl N&27514 



CHEAP & NASTY 

ILaWA^ ' V COoz. 1 ) 

M/C7S CVXA/P w/Mw2 "factor ,cUe^kU CUrt>M« V got <4-< oof-. 

me CAUWC, '7- C POA 0»2Z) 

oei^at- 4^5 ’ riouhtie H> c \oC^T ^ c ^ y0 '\) £904023) 

puluWeinS 'UfesTYUS of fhe W^a>*f**ETqtLe' lp 
k w i^|P ‘uiepwaoiiS^fiPC^wj CXhqot^) 

ISJfSTihl *WF . * -e^rw W-fr over-kill. 

The Vb^/vn^ , doK^<T« ' > COoqoib) 

Che* 5 £sm 4 $ ' 1 ?'■ cs* on) 

3^4*7 'k^4 of +teS<*F’ V Cdo<^oz») 

&wio a°Y i fhy fWTTR.^SH/vi^ k Hi£ seepii u?r cu^ssu. ' ??/ 

bo^ep ' ?£o?lb $<*y’/‘cMtn*bc et>Cj£' f" £004 oz<jJ 
<hB Uiy Co^irls, 'TWrdT/^Ihe - A$<W' UjcA 

71 ,e '+ 1 ^ f Lw * * OtJfinfteo Sfi» F/ r < ^ ^\ 

• 6 »mki?AV»na - S e ' VMv)o ' t ^ ^ c ' a ' ,JS& Sootf* v", c h^ 7 er $ucu 
tpu y lWyMocK€*> a«yi.n * + 1 * 

5ii/v>ec,«<4s up , / 7T ^Asr 

r 'ARoirJ^ae^y 

V.$. P^ r - -S'^SfAlX, ^,6TN|F / TCoIiO 
ACLASS .. r 


c\r »^5 


MANUFACTURED & DISTRIBUTED BY SHOCK RECORDS 
PH(03)4823666 FAX(03)4823873 



GPO BOX 2366V, MELBOURNE 3001, AUSTRALIA 

































SUPERDOPE n 


EDITOR 


Tablp Of Contents 


Jay Hinman 

CONTRIBUTORS 

Kim Cooper 
Doug Pearson 
Nicole Penegor 
Grady Runyan 

PHOTOS 

Nicole Penegor 


ROCKERS’ SCENE REPORT by Jay Hinman . 

PRISONSHAKE over Cleveland by Doug Pearson . 

MONSTER MAGNET into decline by Grady Runyan . 

SIMPLY SAUCER by Grady Runyan . 

FLIPPER 1991 by Grady Runyan ..... 

SPIKE IN VAIN living for the depression by Jay Hinman... 
BOYS FROM NOWHERE interview w/ Mick Divvins 

Cooper . 

RUDOLPH GREY interviewed by Grady Runyan . 

DENIZ TEK/ANGIE PEPPER interviewed by Kim Cooper . 

RECORDS reviewed by Jay Hinman/Doug Pearson . 

CONTACTS/ADDRESSES. 


.2-7 

.7 

.7-8 

.8-9 

.9-10 

...10, 16 
by Kim 
....11-16 

.17-20 

.22-31 

.32-40 

. 41 


THANKS: 

Scott Walker 
Tom Crites 
Deniz Tek 
Angie Pepper 
Mick Diwins 
Rudolph Grey 
Kim Cooper 
Robert Griffin j 
Babs Stock 
Danielle Eppard 
Robert Vodicka 
Uli Elser 
Brandan Kearney 
Rubin Fiberglass 
Bruce Saltmarsh 
Steve Watson 
Lee Joseph 


Superdope #2 is out and a chorus of angels are dancing on the head of a pm. Glad you 
could make it. Our first issue took the new wave world by storm and showed that you 
can fool a few people some of the time. Our main US distributor, Rough Trade, wem 
under in May, owing a lot more important organizations than mine money & since 
I’m such a goddamn greenhorn at this I guess the first issue didn’t reach as far as I’d 
have liked it to-those who deserve thanks for getting where it did are: Uli Elser, Jon 
Moritsugu and Reckless, Epicenter, Yvette Cadeaux, Lorry Fleming, Auricular & a 
few others who I’m sure I already thanked. Also: most of the photos in the Deniz 
Tek/Angie Pepper interview are from Vivien Johnson s excellent book about Radio 
Birdman that Kim & Steve reviewed last issue, called, can you dig it. Radio Birdma n 
(Sheldon Booth Publishing, 4 Kipling St., St. Kilda 3182, Australia). Deniz 
supplied the cover photo. And: Superdope #3 will be out by the end of November, 
believe it. Write for new ad rates & remember that any check must be made out to 
Jay Hinman. Finally: we plum ran out of room for all the reviews we wanted to 
print; Doug & I wanted to tell you about a lot more but there was no room to tell it. 
We’re real sorry. That is all-thanks. Don’t go changing. Jay 

Heaviest Rotation @ presstime: THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282 “Lovelyville” 
LP’ VERTIGO “Rub” 7”; TELEVISION “Double Exposure” boot; TRUNK “La-ugh LP; 
BABES IN TOYLAND ‘To Mother” EP; PAVEMENT “Perfect Sound Forever” 10”; 
MODERN LOVERS Kim Fowley ‘71 demos; MONSTER MAGNET-all; CLAW HAMMER - 
all; LOVE CHILD “Okay” LP; FLESH EATERS-all; GARAGE PUNK UNKNOWNS comps; 
THOMAS JEFFERSON SLAVE APARTMENTS “Career Interruption Code” 7”; AVENGERS 
12”EP; MONOSHOCK-tape; MEAT PUPPETS “In A Car” 7”; ESTRUS HALF-RACK 7” box 
set' SCIENTISTS “This Heart Doesn’t...” EP; RICHARD HELL “Black Generation” LP; 
BAILTER SPACE ‘Tanker” & "Thermos” LP’s; NEW YORK EYE & EAR CONTROL comp; 
MONKEY 101 “French Feelings” 7”; ELECTRIC EELS “Spin Age Blasters” 7”, etc. etc. etc 


You guys kick ass!!! You 

are definitely one of the best mag's 

around. , . ....... 

I read your magazine all the 

time, you guys kick butt! I haven't 

missed an issue yet. 


SUPERDOPE 

520 Frederick Street, Box 33 
San Francisco, CA 94117 


SUPERDOPE #2 


























LI LIE O' ON FIRE 


as reported by Jay Hinman 


Compared to the live new wave covered in the last -(&first) 
SUPERDOPE I’d have to put forth that the last few months were 
very fruitful indeed for slamming, stagediving & scrut hunting 
at clubs around SF (& across the coast)—the city had lostr a 
somewhat respectable place of drink & rock, the Chatterbox, 
quite a few months ago but as quickly as the Johnny Thunders 
mementos could be snaked off the walls & the new Dr. Seuss 
motif could be installed in blazing mushroom trip color the 
Club Chameleon had already come into its own—live music four 
nights a week w/ two additional late afternoon FREE shows 
over the weekend & a thankful end to the dreadful Bourbon 
Deluxe/Jackson Saints etc. boogie stranglehold on the 
location. This is by no means to say that the bookings are as 
A-l as they could be but remember that this is San Francisco & 
the amount of acts worth seeing twice can pretty much be 
counted on 1 hand & maybe a toe or two. (Hey I ve got an idea, 
let's talk about the scene). The Covered Wagon, which had been 
home to some of the best & forward-looking bills in town (up 
to 2 nights a week) recently somehow lost their ace teen tycoon 
of rock booker and when pressed club staffers "assured" 
SUPERDOPE that they would lose nary a step in bringing the 
revolution full throttle to the youth of the Bay Area. 

Now let’s start at the very beginning, a very good place to 
start. In late February the long awaited UNION CARBIDE 
PRODUCTIONS/COP SHOOT COP bill finally came to 
town; problem was, since Union Carbide couldn't get into the 
country for some reason or another (so maybe someone smoked 
a little MJ once, BIG DEAL-naturally, w/ U.S. customs' 
regulations w/ regard to drug use the way they are I wouldn t lose 
sleep over a much-proposed SPACEMEN 3 tour) it was COP 
SHOOT COP as headliners w/ meager support @ the Kennel 
Club...saw 1/8 of one LOVE BATTERY song, good thing it 
was the one I knew—thanks for putting on such a dynamite 
show guys, outasite...GROTUS were about the funniest thing 
I've seen since XION except I think this local disco unit 
thought they were being perceived as dead serious; 
synchronized dance moves, videos, songs telling the horrible 
tale of Amerika's apocolyptik death kulture—we fukking ran 
screaming. The lure of N.Y.’s COP SHOOT COP brought us back 
& I'll admit I was unfamiliar w/ just about everything save their 
rep before-the much-lauded DIG DAT HOLE obviously never 
made it to the West Coast let alone to vinyl (& maybe 2-3 
copies of the Consumer Revolt LP seemed to make it to local 
stores)—let truth have it: their pummel was as disjointed & still 
on-target as anything I’ve seen live since 1988 White 
Zombie...evocative of a pretty disturbing number of things like 
train wrecks, holocausts, you know...the stand-up claptrap 
drummer was the night's unsung hero & a high-five for the "hi- 
end bass" tunings, ringing like some nightmare alarm in a 
pitch-black tunnel-very satisfying turnout as well, it’s time to 
make them superstars. 

Superstars are what the MUMMIES are fast becoming & 
I've a feeling it's due more to word of mouth than their out-of- 
print-in-4 weeks singles. They headlined something called the 
"Sleazefest" at a local supper club & as usual showed 
themselves to be a true fireball of no-shit 60's revisionism- 
rumour has it that certain members won't even consider any 
post-'66 sound worthy of even being wiped up w/ their 
disgusting bandages. They’ve taken to covering Suzi Quatro's 
Pleasure Seekers' ode to Stroh's—"What A Way To Die"—& 
rarely play anything from their records once they're out- 
opening the sleazefest experience were the PHANTOM 


SURFERS, whom I discovered were not in fact a bunch of surf 
losers from Saskatchewan but are rather locals out of San 
Leandro or somewhere & have a Mummie (or two?) among 
them—this mask craze, it's nuts—their twin reverb goofy foot 
stylings were certainly quality but more compelling, shall we 
say, with the arrival of the go-go dancer mid-set. Some crazy 
Warren Miller banzai wipeout video behind them would've 
really done it. Mummies played the Chameleon later on w/ 
WONDERWALL...what did somebody on that major-label 
Dangerhouse record say, "Kill 'em 'cause their hair's too long, 
kill 'em 'cause their views are wrong". Imagine the pathetic 
downward slide of the Miracle Workers two years from now and 
babe, you've got the clothes-happy "now" sound of 
Wonderwall, today! 

GIRL TROUBLE came down the coast for a quick tour and 
erased forever the memory of their uninspired Covered Wagon 
performance of a year ago...this year at the C.W. they sweated 
through a mountain of (mostly new) material & gave the crowd 
the kind of happy feet acquired only in conjunction w/ moral¬ 
loosening punk trash such as theirs. "Thrillsphere", the latest 
LP, sounded oh-so-much more choice in the weeks following. 
Not to harp on the same subjects or anything, but the promise 
of a subsequent Girl Trouble/Mummies soiree in San Jose was 
enough to send a couple of carloads down for what turned out to 
be that which was expected—a rock n' roll pow-wow fueled by 
reckless alcohol intake, all driven by love rockers at the top of 
their respective games. 

I'm really not all that impressed w/ VICTIM’S FAMILY'S 
vinyl output thusfar yet they can really cut a man off at the 
knees on a good night, such as March's show at the 
Chameleon...being a virtuoso or technically, classically 
brilliant doesn’t amount to shit when you get right down to it, 
that's why it's healthy to see a band who could be perceived as 
such flailing away and whooping it up in such reckless fashion, 
railroading stop-start from "go" to "end" and proving that 
"funky" needn't always be a white man's taboo concept. And to 
think they're from Santa Rosa. About a month later 
SEAWEED made a trip down from WA & were about as loud, 
solid & tight as the Family albeit in different form—I think this 
is that "grunge rock" thing that I’ve heard people talking about, 
one step short of metal riff rokk but rooted in hot & crunching 
70's/GREEN RIVER punk that’s got enough in the delivery to 
keep them as a key player in the great Sub Pop debate for a 
while. DUH opened & about all I can say is they're now 
installed behind a cranial lobe as the 3rd best band on Boner 
Records. I wish TALES OF TERROR would get back together. 

Since the dissolution of WORLD OF POOH BARBARA 
MANNING'S solo star has shined ever more brighter 
regardless of the problems she's had finding a steady band to 
rock with—I believe I saw the coming-out party of the "SF 
Seals" as Manning's backup boys at the I-Beam & did it show or 
what—I'm not used to any sort of letdown associated with her 
name but the band slogged through uneven version of songs 
that were fast becoming STANDARDS of off-kilter folk/pop 
under the wing of "Barbara Manning & The Tablespoons", and 
of all songs to cover, Patsy Cline's "Walking After 
Midnight"?!!? Reports from Berkeley the following week 
indicated that this new tiredness could be a heavy blow to "the 
scene", but let the bells ring w/ the sound of music: a month 
later at The Oasis (opening for THINKING FELLERS UNION) 
they were as together & note-perfect as you'd have wanted them 
to be, a crisp approximation of the aesthetic that's driven The 
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Clean/Beat Happening/Yo La Tengo etc. w/ some clever 
song writing & wordplay. I didn't find tremendous value in 
VIVA SATURN's opening psych/swirl at the I-Beam but they 
certainly had their moments of tightly-wound tension opening 
up into nicely dense overlays of sound, and at least this Roback 
looked like he might've been enjoying himself (unlike brother 
David "not allowed to smile" Roback of MAZZY STAR). 

Currently the PAPER TULIPS are hanging on by 
functioning as a tri-city unit—they've been more a local band 
of late w/ shows up here every couple of weeks. I caught one at 
the Covered Wagon back in March & one at Gilman in Berkeley 
on a Sunday afternoon in late May that were essentially the 
same thing-a talented trio w/ an outstanding track record of 
rollicking pop spastics looking like they'd pretty much decided 
they'd rather not be playing music at the given moment. There s 
nothing real forceful in what they do & I gather they re content 
at the underdog role the new wave scene has meted out to them 
but when they shine—"Death In The Family", ' Sanitation , 
"Asshole Cabbie"—they melt away all the rainy days & 
Mondays and go sliding down a candy-colored rainbow of love. 
Maybe next time they'll realize how worthy they are of the 
stage & then prove it. 

I visited the city of strong livers, Seattle, in late March & 
got to witness that that is GAS HUFFER at the all-ages OK 
Hotel opening for The Fartz, The Rejectors & Solger...my 
suspicions were confirmed, their speedy gonzales take on chug- 
away punk was a nifty kick live as compared to the not-really- 
remarkable performances on their singles & 27 compilation 
appearances--ex U-MAN guitarist Tom spanked that monkey 
most bumingly and the facial bandages were an added bonus. It 
was such a quick run-through that I immediately found myself 
back in San Francisco at The Chameleon watching L.A. s 
MUFFS put in a worthwhile half-hour of Fastbacks/"Mary 
Street" Bangles/Ramones-like sugar garage—two ex-Pandoras 
in the band, wince—their Sympathy "Super 7" is just about out 
& we can leave it at that. 


Why trifle with mere diversion when you can go see the 
THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282 show why 
they're the hottest thing on 10 legs going-maybe one day I'll 
feel like blowing off one of their shows but I'd be real surprised 
if that day came any sooner than my next gallstone operation- 
you maybe read a thing or two about them last issue, let me 
recapitulate that their lure is encased within the mechanics of 
standard r&r/pop/noise form. Once you've taken that bait, 
blammo!--they'll unleash something, some bottom-collapsed 
sound, some dynamo tempo change, some 3-guitar screech that 
herks & jerks and whips you CLOSER until form & function are 
just about gone, and well, fuck, the song's over too. Not a band 
of many words-I'd say about half instrumentals most shows- 
and they’ll occasionally augment it all w/ mandolin & horn & 
this highly-tuned bass, I guess it is, that when used are 
generally the centerpiece of the song's workings. Of the 4-5 
shows since last issue the March show @ the I-Beam w/ the 
sleepy TOILING MIDGETS & May's "farewell Covered 
Wagon" were the finest-the C.W. 3! DAY! WEEKEND! triple 
shot was DUMBHEAD/ THE MOLECULES/& THINKING 
FELLERS-DUMBHEAD are locals who were new to me (you’ll 
find them on Nuf Sed's "Not All That Terrifies Harms" comp 
cassette), competent girl-girl-boy rock with no explosions or 
lyrics that start w/ "Walking down the street..." or "Woke up 
this morning..."...MOLECULES were not "improv" as 
people who'd been yammering about them for weeks had 
insisted, rather they were all over the map but tight-as-your- 
butt avant-whatever. Most numbers zinged by in under 2 
minutes, w/ more note per second than any trio I've heard , and 
hell yeah, it was mighty invigorating. They said they were 
originally from New York-the song about their "ex-hometown, 
called 'Fuck New York"' gave me that idea-"Fuck New York/I 
Hate Sonic Youth". No way dude, you hate SONIC YOUTH? 
What do you think about Sub Pop? Bad Religion? Straight 
Edge? Suffice it to say there's nothing else around the Bay Area 
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that makes words/ideas like "jazz", "punk rock" or "free form" 
sound so limiting..THINKING FELLERS UNION showed off 
more new material and left those present (close-to-full house) 
with shining impressions that'll have to do as they were soon 
to leave to share their gift w/ some more of the USA, you lucky 
bastards. 

There are two other bands that have been able to keep pace 
with the Thinking Fellers on the live front as of late—CLAW 
HAMMER should come as no surprise, more on them later-and 
the other is THE EX. From what I hear they've been in the U.S. 
for a while and they made it to San Francisco around Memorial 
Day—at Epicenter records & Klub Komotion these injustice- 
fueled Dutchpersons hooked many a sweaty new convert w/ 2 
identical sets of honest & intense throb that I was really not 
wholly prepared for. Some threw around "No Means No" and 
"Victim's Family" in mewling response to the powerhouse 
they'd witnessed & while all three pack it in & spit it out dead- 
on & tight, The Ex go much further & are more involved in 
finding new ways to showcase their aggro—and I thought I’d 
only hear steel drums at the ANC Freedom Parade—the 
percussionist was the real story, she had the most deliberately 
stuttered rhythm patterns slammed into cymbals, cowbell, 
block of wood, etc. Unreal. BEAT HAPPENING opened the 
Komotion show, well actually Australia's CANNANES were 
the first band and they had such a simpy "anywhere but here" 
demeanor & lackadaisical output that I really don’t wish to 
discuss it. Beat Hap made some new friends & especially new 
enemies right quick—no one can really take Calvin Johnson for 
real, so it's useless to get indignant about his hop-like-a-bunny 
dork act—I thought they were as good as at last year's Fugazi 
show & the selections ran the gamut from the early "Foggy 
Eyes" to their top gem "Red Head walking". With something as 
bare-boned & loose as they've got it's doubly important to have 
the melody square in front & the personality to bring it out & 
that they did so bravo to 'em. 

Last issue we expounded about THE DWARVES' having 
possibly ground out 8 of their 9 lives at the time & while I'm 


not ready to pronounce their reign as the city's most consistent 
punk rock freak act over their last show at the Chameleon drove 
the last nail halfway in—a waste of five bucks if there ever was 
one, we had to somehow endure the GARGOYLES doing their 
"true punk never died" bit—Misfits, Dead Boys covers, leather 
underwear & the most affected frontman I've seen galloping 
around w/ visions of "Decline Of Western Civ.I" (or was it II?) 
dancing in his head...seriously, it’s really come to this & it's 
kind of fun (and telling) watching who buys into it. The mood 
was ugly but expectant afterward since the Dwarves hadn't 
played in SF in 3 months—everyone, of course, bombed out of 
their minds-from the start it was obvious that the Dwarves just 
wanted to get the fuck out, maybe 3 not quite-songs w/ barely 
attempted vocals—Blag tried to escape several times but the 
kids fought back bravely so he ended it all-too- 
characteris tic ally w/ the old scattered drum-set standby. For a 
band that professes to be so "blood n' guts" you’d think they’d 
have given us a little something to remember them by other 
than a turd show; quitting when the proverbial chips were down 
(equipment problems) was a cop-out that I was sure they of all 
bands would rise above. The Sub Pop connection has been quite 
good to them but it hasn't spurred them to anything beyond the 
schtick that was almost a renewed bolt from the blue 3 years 
ago; they've been cruising on it for a while & it's started to 
dismantle. 

SUPER CHUNK made it out of the rockers' hotbed Chapel 
Hill, N.C. & brought their bold Southemess to the Kennel Club 
in April, I guess it was...clean young people playing loud and 
looking good, supposedly grooving "just like Soul Asylum 
used to" but w/ the all-important hygiene advantage—the mix 
on the first two numbers was embarrassingly bad, & it showed 
later that what Superchunk can do w/ one guitar triples in 
quality when you can hear two...both sides of the latest 7" 
sounded the hugest & "Slack Motherfucker", which was kinda 
nonchalantly thrown into the middle of the set ("Anthem of the 
decade? What?"), was at beauteous & as roaring as I'd wanted. 
No one is safe from that song. THE COWS have obviously 










got some kind of attitude problem but there it was, FREE 
afternoon show at the Nightbreak & I thought it might be 
worthy even if it meant being elbow-to-elbow w/ the bar's 
weekend regulars...funny, the 7" I panned last issue were easily 
the best songs played today, the bass thump of "One O'Clock 
High" so ingratiatingly simple & the circular guitar noise 
gyrations so ace—when they're able to turn it like this it's easy 
to see why they're still so revered by some, but when they fall 
back on yodeling over a wall of feedback they're the band 
who've continued to punch the same meal ticket for three LP's 
in a row. Oh you've heard it before—Tad, Helmet, Drunk Tank, 
Bastards, Action Swingers—& believe me, you'll hear it again. 
But live The Cows have definite redeeming entertainment value 
in part due to the "presence" of the vocalist & mainly to the fact 
that there's such a powerful electrical overload on stage Sc still 
the instrumental differentiation (& prowess, if you will) is very 
much there, proving these guys may have some sick juju left to 
share. 

SF got a little stifling in late May/early June so two 
successive weekend treks to SoCal were the order— by sheer 
coincidence CLAW HAMMER happened to be playing for 
free in Isla Vista’s Yoko Ono Park as part of a Trigon Records 
Saturday love-in...some bands (THIRSTY BRATS, RIOT 
ACT, FEARLESS LEADER) had something in them that 
kept the day Sc evening fueled, as if oceans of Mil's Best, Pabst 
Sc Dixie + hot sun weren't enough...CLAW HAMMER, though, 
have become such a force in the past couple of years that it was 
pretty obvious from the start of their set that everyone else 
should’ve forfeited Sc toted their guitars back to the City Of 
Angels—opening rendition of "Uncontrollable Urge" had 
everyone dewey-eyed in remembrance of the Steve Garvey’s 
Hair performance on this very stage three years ago-and then 
in glorious whipcrack succession, "Brother Brick Says", 
"Succotash", "Sick Fish Belly Up", etc.etc.; songs I will sing 
to my children, songs of speedballed spit-fly energy & power 
w/ appropriations of Beefheart, MC5, Flesheaters, blah blah 
blah. They've almost recaptured "Pumping (My Heart)" as then- 
own Sc I don't think there's a band going that can touch their 
originals for sheer vibrancy Sc aliveness—mssrs. Bagarozzi Sc 
Wahl have got their guitar inter-whatever down pat and it's a 
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thing of beauty (I guess) to hear one riff leap off the other. We 
as a nation are stronger because of them. 

The following weekend in Hollywood it was the LEAVING 
TRAINS looking to be finally crowned w/ the "world's most 
hated band" tag they've (he's) been working on for years—Mr. 
Falling has yet another band (not entirely represented on the 
latest record) that are better prepared to piss off those that 
deserve to be—James & co. started the ride w/ a ditty dubbed 
"Fuck You God" which was followed by a rant regarding the 
USA flag hanging over the Gaslight's bar (he wasn't into it) & 
then w/ an attempt to physically remove it...a couple of songs 
later and the bass player was naked, the plug pulled & the anti¬ 
patriot invective a-spewin'. Evil club employees tried to rain 
on this party train & were slapped away from the stage by the 
band—somehow they were convinced to let the power surge 
again sans mics (James' crowing about "Here we are a few 
blocks from the ex-Masque, and 14 years later free speech is 
dead in Hollywood" was certainly helping management's 
decision). Instrumental renditions of "Interstellar Overdrive", 
"Chinese Rocks", "Sex Bomb" & others led into the mic's 
reinstitution for the finale, "Rock And Roll Murder", which was 
never allowed to finish thanks to another lengthy "war is bad" 
tirade that killed off any amusement left in the sound 
controllers—somehow the tension that greeted this chilling 
decision was not borne out in any further fisticuffs & we left the 
Gaslight to the sound of a broken Falling James muttering 
something about "Whatever happened to punk rock..." in the 
alley next to the club. 

Comparatively, the MECCA NORMAL show at the 6th 
St. Rendezvous in San Francisco was not a teenage riot but all 6 
people in attendance seemed pretty well satisfied-this is not an 
act that grabs tight & shakes by the lapels but see, that's not 
the point...Jean Smith's wide-ranging expressive voice emotes 
a great deal of anger & frustration that's bolstered in attack by 
Dave Lester's D.O.A./Subhumans/Neos (ha, ha) static-electric 
guitar & tonight was no less engaging than last time when they 


played in front of 5 TIMES as many people. I'd hoped to hear 
"Blue TV" or "Strong White Male" (that one's about me) live 
and in person but w/ the exception of the new 7" & title track of 
the new LP, everything played is thusfar unreleased—I sense a 
new direction of more controlled & even comforting song 
structure, but don't be surprised if the message encased belies 
conventional assumptions of what a "protest" or "love" song is 
supposed to read like. The ICKY BOYFRIENDS have a 
somewhat different take on love songs & at the Covered Wagon 
in June their "street-level urgency" was made apparent... 
imagine handsome Rob Tyner as I'm sure he looks today 
fronting a trio that are almost as koo koo silly as Couch 
Flambeau or Ed's Redeeming Qualities but are certainly more 
genuinely warped & have a tendency to bash & crash violently 
when lesser bands would resort to romantic intermezzos or 
perhaps the wah-wah pedal—they were able to pack the C.W. 
about as well as Mecca Normal & used their time to demonstrate 
conclusively that when competence & planning collide w/ 
next-to-no practice & cluelessness it's better to let the ugly side 
win sometimes. 

I'll admit to being a little excited at the prospect of the 
FLESH EATERS' return to the Bay Area after February's visit- 
-Chris D.'s got an excellent band behind him that've solidified 
into a live unit that already leave the (great) "Dragstrip Riot" 
LP trailing far behind them—so excited that I saw them thrice, 
once in Berkeley & twice in the same Memorial Day in SF...the 
Sunday afternoon Gilman St. show was the best but awfully 
strange coming outside after watching your all-time favorite 
band belt fire on stage & wondering if it's dinnertime yet— 
suppose you may want to know that Chris still sings "My Life 
To Live", "See You In The Boneyard" & "Buried Treasure" like 
he's alternating between holding down a coughed-up lung & 
shrieking his way down the last path of salvation, but the edge 
has been (understandably) dulled in most of the newer songs. 
Some of these—like "Moon Upstairs" & "Soul Kiss"-have been 
given the full Flesh Eaters treatment of the past & are frantic 
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workouts of beefed-up guitar hysterics coupled w/ a soulfulness 
rarely realized in a basic 4-man rock set-up like this. The next 
afternoon they put on a surprising acoustic show @ Nightbreak 
that put the aforementioned soulfulness on stage for all to 
witness; if I'm not mistaken not one song played today was 
played at either of the electrified shows. These ran from the 
booze-crawl of the new record's "Fur Magnet" back through 
Stone By Stone & Divine Horsemen chestnuts, & while the 
female backing vocalists were about as necessary as 
liposuction on Johnny Thunders it was surely a stark & intense 
half hour or so. Since the Kennel Club recently revised its 
starting hour forward in time most of the crowd missed the bulk 
of that night's set; shame, too, because tonight’s rendition of 
"Pony Dress" ripped through the empty air & brought forth 
visions of Chris writhing & screaming on beer-soaked stages & 
Don Kirk's guitar thundering loud enough to make club owners 
poop, a vision I've unfortunately only experienced in the oral 
& written traditions. What can I really say about the headlining 
URGE OVERKILL these days that I haven't already written in 
the LP review—I smirked at the fact that this all (this all: fog 
machine, matching duds, some serious 70's boogie) is probably 
not a joke to them any longer, and of course pumped my fist 
during "Very Sad Trousers" & held up my lighter while they 
played "Crown Of Laffs". See you at the Cow Palace! 


mso/vswte- 

PRISONSHAKE Live 4/1/91 Euclid Tavern, Cleveland, OH 
as seen and told by Doug Pearson 

How many bands can you name who've got the guts to plan 
out a four-hour show to celebrate their fourth aniversary at 
home with their fans? Bruce? The Dead? Hah!! Prisonshake 
shoveled dirt over those "rock'n'roll" corpses in a 50+ song set 
that brought out nearly every song they've ever played. At 
10:30, Doug Enkler climbed on stage looking like a dapper Rod 
Stewart or Eric Johnson in his jacket & tie, said "time to rock" 
& the band kicked into a straight-through performance of their 
forthcoming album (currently untitled). These new tunes 
continued the band's tradition of diversity and loose rocking. 
They varied from a memorable "college radio hit" pop tune, a 
progressive-sounding number with lots of tempo and dynamic 
changes, a long intro with a sax player skronking on top of 
Robert Griffm's feedback, as well as the requisite rockers. "Ron 
Kinda World" and "Asphalt", the songs due for the (then) 
upcoming Spoo EP followed the LP material, sounding 
especially fine. The energy level seemed restrained throughout 
most of this segment, though, (who can blame them for saving 
up for the next 3 hours) but the band's latent power finally 
broke out as they stormed through "House Dick" before leaving 
the stage long enough to replenish their drinks. I'm willing to 
bet this stuffll tear down stages when it becomes the 
centerpiece, rather than the introduction to their set. 

Robert then took the stage alone to play "Houseboat", one 
of the group's few "delicate" numbers ("fuck that sensitive shit 
he said afterward). And what would an aniversary party be 
without some "all-star" guests? We got Dan Morris from 
California Speedbag playing pedal steel to add a country twang 
to three numbers, & a fine version of "Redeye" & "Gaslight" 
with Mark "My Dad Is Dead" Edwards singing. They didn't play 
"Nothing Special", tho'. Too bad. Moving chronologically 
backward, we then got some songs from the I’m Rea lly Fucked 
Now CD. 

After two-thirds of the way through there seemed like a loss 
of direction, especially as they did wanking numbers like 
"Greasy Chicken" and "Seasoned Greetings" that I wouldve 
thought were unperformable anyway. At least we got the 
novelty of Enkler beating the traps while Scott came up front to 
bang a guitar around and wish us happy holidays ("Seasoned 
Greetings" from the Gimme Some Santa 7" comp). The 


performance demonstrated the difficulties of presenting a show 
of this length: trying to sustain a rock n' roll energy level over 
such a period, not being able to cut loose and jam if the 
inclination strikes, and needing valleys in the overall quality 
to make the peak more pronounced when a band can't get as 
high as they might be able to in a more standard 75-minute set. 
But it was a show purely for fans & we weren't complaining. 

The perserverance of those 25-some holdouts was finally 
rewarded as they picked up the intensity with the third "side" of 
the Fucked CD, sounding strong, but hurried, as though they 
could have been more organic renditions instead of these 
perfunctory run-throughs. As 2AM rolled around, Prisonshake 
hit their final block of early hits-"I Hear Your Name", "Elijah", 
"Ask The Bartender", "Deanna", "She Talks Trouble" & more, 
with all the stops pulled out. When the Tavern staff finally 
called for "one more" after 2:30AM, we were satisfied to be left 
with "Fairfield Avenue Serenade" before driving home in the 
snow to hopefully "lie in bed all day...with a cheap AM radio 
on..." to rest up from one of the most memorable rock events 
I've ever experienced. 


The following by Grady Runyan-- 


MONSTER MAGNET 


Ardent readers of Superdope need no 
introduction to this band, but despite the high 
praise they received last issue, their first and 
finest offering to date went without inkletting. I 
am here (of my own accord, I might add) to rectify 
this situation. "Lizard Johnny/Freak Shop USA" 
(Circuit, 1990) is a very good single by a pretty 
good band that unfortunately seem to be growing 
worse (the band, not the single) as we speak. 


"Lizard Johnny" packs a wallop like little I've 
heard in the last couple years (Vertigo's "Two 



LIZARD JOHNNY / FREAK SHOP U. 


Lives" comes to mind here) as far as two-chord 
power-thud goes; this record leaks fuzz and wah 
from each and every groove, and as with a lot of 
great music of this type, is further enhanced by a 
very poor and unclean production job (my only 
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request in this area is that Mr. Endino not be 
admitted anywhere near these primates' cave¬ 
dwelling). The sound is pure Troggs/Blue 
Cheer/Stooges primal bashing, complete with a 
latter-day penchant for excessive noise that 
occasionally results (seemingly accidently) in 
sound walls/collages of a very Chrome-like 
nature. And they do it without having to try very 
hard. But I suspect one man’s natural tendencies 
are another man’s dementia (or perhaps more 
appropriately, another man’s scorched synapse 
cluster), which is why true music of this type is 
such a rarity. And a joy. 

"Freak Shop USA" takes on Mudhoney’s "If I 
Think" and wins handily by virtue of its more 
extreme, stoned-ground pummel. Where most 
Seattle bands’ association with proto-metal 
thunder is merely intentional. Monster Magnet 
appear here to thrive in said waters because they 
don't know any better, and don't care to. 

For an even more engaging display of cave-fuzz, 
I should recommend MM's pre-vinyl demo. Fuck 
Life. Let's Get High On Drugs . Herein lie lessons 
of electric primitivism that were obviously not so 
much learned as lived: a similar (if not exact) 
treatment of "Lizard Johnny"; two lumbering 
noise-fests called "Black Wawa” and "8-Ball” that 
suggest both Flipper and Chrome passed out at the 
helm; a monstrous cover of Hawkwind’s 
"Brainstorm" that is worth the price of admission 
alone; and finally the unyieldingly monotonous 
"Tab", featuring two chords in 10-plus minutes 
(and if it’s not really that long, kudos to them for 
making it seem so) of non-glory. I sense hemp at 



work (which the band, via their record covers, is 
apparently anxious to confirm; do real druggies 
advertise?). 

And so, MM manages to walk a fine line 
between some kind of lowbrow avant-garde 
aesthetic (the obsolescence of such is of course a 
whole other matter), a la Vincebus Eruptum , and 
being simply just another Detroit retread. While 
I'm leaning toward the former in the case of their 
demo and aforementioned single, their more recent 


work leaves me lamenting a certain fall from 
grace. Take MM’s second single 
("Murder/Tractor"; see last issue) for example; 
while certain elements remain (simple, thick 
riffs; tinny, distorted vocals; supreme amateur 
musicianship), the sound is just a half-step closer 
to Sub Pop, and more importantly, a half-step 
away from their own. For one thing, production 
values have been upped a few hundred times. But 
more significantly, the band seems to have fallen 
into a different style, a safer style, closer to a 
proven successful formula (success on a small 
level, granted, but proven nonetheless) that is 
perhaps directly related to the band's inevitable 
acknowledgement of itself. Maybe I'm splitting 
hairs here (or merely full of shit) because MM’s 
sound has changed so slightly, but the band seems 
to have taken a quantum leap conceptually, and 
not on purpose either. I mean, you can't fully fault 
a band for finally listening to itself, but there is a 
certain loss of innocence in unconsciously trying 
to sound like you think you sound. And as far as I 
can tell, it was that innocence that was the key to 
MM being what they say they are (and what I want 
to believe about them!), or more simply the key to 
being a real punk; I'm talking about not caring 
about what anyone thinks or even what you think 
because it's all subordinate to what you gotta do. 
Well MM did it for a while, and for that we can all 
be grateful. 

The band's subsequent Glitterhouse EP is 
further cause for alarm. Here we have redone 
(read: sterilized) versions of "Lizard", "Freak 
Shop" & "Tractor", all done in a very northwest 
mode, and two new ones , "Snake Dance" and "Nod 
Scene" that follow suit. Whereas MM's music once 
seemed an incidental product of their lifestyle, 
now the reverse is true; and as a result, whatever 
mystery and uniqueness this band once had is now 
extinct, and while this doesn't immediately 
invalidate them, it sure makes them a hell of a lot 
less interesting. Yeah, they still "rock", but that's 
not really much of a task anymore, so forgive me 
for wanting more after seeing what could be 
achieved. I guess once MM started caring about 
themselves too much, I stopped caring about them, 
not because great music can't be made that way, 
but because their self-professed drug-punk 
demands a lack of awareness that just isn't there 
anymore. 

SIMPLY SAUCER "Cyborgs Revisited" LP 

An unbelievably intense and vital document 
from this obscure band that draws equally from 
early Velvets primal raunch jams and the electro¬ 
rock of early Can and Floyd. Heretofore unheard 
of, even in their native Canada (save for a little- 
known single issued around 77/78 featuring a 
much different incarnation of the band). Simply 
Saucer stands as a very important link between 
the apocalypse of White Light/White Heat and the 
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inner space/electronic eruption of the later 70’s 
(Chrome, Red Transistor) that has powered some of 
the best rocknroll to this day. Cvborgs Revisited 
consists of six studio cuts from 74 and three live 
ones from 75, catching the band at some kind of 
creative pinnacle before the split in the ranks and 
the resulting single (which I understand was 
received well by most critics in a Moby Grape/Big 
Brother kind of way); for a more detailed history 
of the band (from their pre- Metal Machin e Music 
electronic skree in 71 to their final demise in 
79), I humbly direct you to Pfudd! (now Black To 
Comm) issues 10 and 18, the latter containing an 
interview with band originator Edgar Breau. Go to 
it. 

As for the music at hand here, it is at once 
most obviously Velvets descended; simple, 
powerful rocknroll that evades the emerging 
pompousness of its day and supplants it with 
notions of "modernity" gone awry. That is "space 
rock" not as grandiose excess or futuristic rave- 
up. If you can imagine Hawkwind ditching their 
Sabbath/Deep Purple tendencies for "Sister Ray", 
or better yet the Count Five pounding out 
"Interstellar Overdrive" in the middle of 
"Psychotic Reaction", then you'll have some idea 
of what I mean. Simply Saucer’s electro-sound and 
imagery are up there to expose rather than 
conceal. 

Likewise, subject matter is given a slight 
update from Reed’s profanity, with glimpses of a 
soulless, automated society/music. The song titles 
are appropriately blunt: "Nazi Apocalypse", "Here 
Come The Cyborgs'",. and "Illegal Bodies" ("a song 
of the future...unless you have a metal body, 
they’re not gonna allow you to walk the streets...) 
at the very least reinforce rocknroll’s infatuation 
with fascism-via-desperation. At the most, they 
portray drug abuse and Dionysian sex as having 
given way to a higher form of self-degradation: the 
denial oT flesh, humanity, and identity. "No 
kiddin”’. 

True, traces of a less raucous influence do crop 
up, most notably Bowie (the more straightforward 
"Bullet Proof Nothing" could be lifted from 
Alladin Sane : many of the wah excursions recall 
"Width Of A Circle"-era Ronson as well) and solo 
Reed; but it is "Illegal Bodies" (introduced as 
"Heavy Metalloid Music"--a very handy 
description) that stands of their ultimate 
testament, a street-styled rocker that is 
transformed into an ear-wrenching sonic jam of 
near-"Sister Ray" proportions. Don’t miss. (Mole) 

FLIPPER "Some Day/Distant Illusion" 7" 

To summarize what I have yet to say, do not, 
under any circumstances, buy this record 
thinking it is Flipper product of the quality we 
have come to expect from this fab four, for it is 
not. It is sad. What was once the sound of beached 
whales thumping the wet sand and bulldozers 


colliding underwater is now the sound of one of 
the last pillars of musical integrity collapsing. 
Which is to say it sounds obviously similar to, but 
is markedly different from, the Flipper of old 
precisely because it is Flipper, because Flipper is 
much more than a sound or a style, it is a method, 
a way of thinking and doing things, and all we 

have here is the empty shell that said band used 
to occupy. 

The absence of Will/will is truly devastating. 
While his bass style and songwriting are 
approximated, the entire product (sans guitar) 
reeks of an utter lack of conviction, which makes 
this band no worse than anyone else, I suppose, 
except for the fact that this isn’t anyone else, it’s 
Flipper. Flipper didn’t used to go through the 
motions, no matter how exciting those motions 
could be. They always got to the heart of the 

fucking matter as surely and as reliably as your 
favorite geyser (song length is, of course, not a 

gauge of this, or anything else for that matter, 
except maybe the listener’s own retentiveness). 
Now I know it is far too easy, almost irresistibly 
so, to write this band off now that Will is gone; 
but I saw them play a good eight months before 

this single was released, and I must admit I was 

not disappointed. On more than one occasion, the 
chaos (musical and otherwise) that was Flipper 
was revisited, which was more than I was 

expecting (when asked "Where’s Will?" by some 
smartass in attendance, new bassist John 

Dougherty replied "He’s dead" in perfect deadpan. 
I had high hopes.). It is this single that dashes my 
hopes, making live Flipper seem like a worthy 

tribute band (is a tour with Thee Hypnotics out of 
the question?) than a continuation of what once 
was. 

This single actually fits right in with the 
recent resurgence of noisy "metal" that’s been 
cropping up in the midwest, east coast & England 
lately (heck, it’s even on orange vinyl!). The irony 
(something that, for once, has appeared to have 
escaped the band) is, of course, that this sub¬ 
genre of music is something that Flipper 
unknowingly fathered a good ten years back. 
Check "I Saw You Shine" or almost any live track 
for a true definition of heavy metal (a la White 
Light/White Heat . Vincebus Eruptum . Red 
Transistor), thud/drone powered by desperation 
and emotion rather than vintage distortion pedals. 

Only largely-underrated guitarist Ted Falconi 
provides a glimpse into Flipper's hypnotic and 
intense past. While the rest of the band seems 
bent on recreating themselves in their own (or in 
Dougherty’s case, Will’s) image, Falconi continues 
to churn out some of the most deceptively crazed 
and subtly innovative guitar work that the post- 
Sharrock/Asheton/Stevens universe has seen (in a 
work of extreme back-patting, a joint LP of Falconi 
and Rudolph Grey covering each other’s work 
seems embarrassingly appropriate for ’91; or how 
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about the two of them taking on a double LP of 
John McLaughlin songs! The mind reels...). His 
presence on this disc is perhaps its only grace, 
though unfortunately not a saving one, because it 
was Flipper's culmination that was the point, a 
gestalt sadly mocked and debased here. 

It’s not that this disc is "bad”, it’s that it’s 
just not Flipper. Which is not normally a problem 
(or a surprise, considering most reformed bands), 
unless you happen to be Flipper. I will admit I 
feel a bit deceived, tricked into buying something 
that isn’t really what it says it is, and although I 
would not for a moment suggest that Flipper is 
beyond such trickery, I do believe that this is one 
joke that has ' finally eluded them. There was 

always more to them than met the ear, more than 
that could be created sonically, and if you forgive 
me for being so naive. Flipper was also about 
creation (though oftentimes through seemingly 
contradictory processes, like indecision, 
stagnation, and the failure to create), and that’s 

where this disc fails, Maybe it’s my own fault for 
expecting too much, or for failing to see what 
might really be there, and lucky you if you can 

buy this disc without grappling with such 

questions, but as for me, it makes all the 
difference in the world. 

The following by Jay Hinman: 

SPIKE IN VAIN 

Living For The Depression 

The collector-driven independent rock market of the day 
is in some ways more healthy due to the basic Econ. 1 
macroeconomics approach that drives the supplying & 
demanding of 7 ,M s, colored vinyl, fold-out covers, etc,, but 
since I just about failed those classes I’m still at a loss to 


see why any of it matters to anyone seriously interested in 
music. And most likely it doesn’t, but still the mindset 
flourishes. What’s disheartening, and here’s the lead-in, is to 
see dreck like a mauve Sub Pop HOLE 7" on the wall of a 
record store 2 months after its release at $10 while the 1984 
masterpiece of distempered scatternoise by Cleveland's 
SPIKE IN VAIN languishes in the used sections, as I’m 
sure it has for years, at $2. Reckless Records in San 
Francisco recently had two copies of the unbalanced, godlike 
Disease Is Relative going at this "nice price" and I hereby 
wish to rectify this & convince you that this is indeed a 
record to be hunted, trapped and then cherished. 

I didn’t hear Disease Is Relative until ’87 or so & only 
did due to the ministrations of some mod teetotaler who was 
doing a show on the same college radio station as I-thanks 
Tom—on first listen its start is not unlike the 'core 
palpitations of the day & its crude package doesn’t lead to 
any other immediate belief-the opening "Prelude/Ghetto 
Songs" has a standard mosh part yet there’s something 
bizarrely arhythmic about that guitar sound & the drummer 
obviously avoids the 4/4 set beat of most speedy punk rock. 
Robert Griffin, the band's sometimes guitarist/sometimes 
bassist/sometimes vocalist & now the tycoon behind Scat 
’zine & label as well as Prisonshake guitarist, says "bear in 
mind that aside from myself the other guys in the band were 
totally oblivious to then-current musics. All they listened 
to was Eno, Bowie & occasionally the Stooges & Velvets. 
At the time the thing in Cleveland was HC & we were quite 
hated by everyone...our entire motivation at the time was to 
make the ugliest music possible". Maybe, but one man's 
ugly...-simply put, the wickedly menacing purr that gets 
"A Means To An End" out of the box really turns "ugly" on 
its head if you knowwhatimean & the song is the hottest 
death rattle on a Side (1) that's a national treasure, not too 
far short of Side 2 of "Vs.", or Side 1 of "Marquee Moon", 
or Side 1 of "G.I.", etc. Sounding vaguely influenced by the 
breakneck artcore of Void & the loud doom beat of "Out Of 
The Tunnel" MX-80 Sound, the racket kicked up 
throughout brings to mind later champions like Uzi, early 

(continued on page 16) 
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Boys From Nowhere 

Interview with Mick Divvens by Kim Cooper (with Rubin Fiberglass) 

Mick Divvens is a master at forging perfect garage-scented hymns of desperation and desire. The 
infrequent singles by his band the Boys from Nowhere have been known to warp corneas and fuse 
the spinal cords of rats. So if a handful of songs seems scant accomplishment for seven years labor 
you miss the point, baby. Too many bands have polluted the airwaves and wasted tons of vinyl 
since 1984, but Mick Divvens only crawls outta his cave when he’s got something worthwhile to 
unleash. Maybe "The Bridal Album" wasn’t all it could have been (a couple paragraphs from here 
Mick calls it "an atrocity"), but there are still a few killer singles lurking between its grooves. 
Never having had the privilege of seeing the Boys From Nowhere live I can’t speculate about their 
godliness. But there’s no better writer of classic punk rock (mach 1965 qt_ 1977) than Mick 
Divvens today. And his howling demon of a voice is a national treasure. The following is the 
slightly truncated text of a phone conversation between Mick and myself from Cinco de Mayo 
1991. We both hope you dig it. 

Kim: What’s the current status of the Boys From Nowhere? 

Mick: I have a 45 which I really like recorded and hope to have out sometime between now and the summer. It's an original 
called ’’The More the Less” and a cover of a Pagans' tune called "Not Now No Way”. So we're not playing any gigs, but I 
have this really, really happening record ready to come out. 

K: What are your artistic and professional ambitions for the band? 

Mick: I guess that would be a multi-dimensional kinda thing. I was thinking about this one day. What would really be cool 
is if I put out a record and it changed a lot of peoples' perceptions about what bands are good, and what bands suck. If I could 
put out a record and it could make people realize that they're being duped by what the major labels are selling them, and it 
would heighten peoples' desire to seek out the many good acts which are going unrewarded or unnoticed. And at the same 
time if I were gonna go to all that trouble for everybody else, I would also make enough money for myself to buy a little 
place out in the country and have some animals and not have to work anymore. But I suppose all of that's really unrealistic. 
Things are the way they are, and I'm one of the many acts that’s gone completely unnoticed, and I guess that I shouldn't 
expect anything else. I would just like to get to a place where I could continue to attract interesting musicians to record the 
stuff that I like, be in a position to put it out in some format and break even at it, and have the stuff be circulated and 
reasonably well-received by the people that get their hands on it. 

Kim: And you’re gonna be putting the single out yourself? 

Mick: Yeah, I'm doing this one myself ’cause I think that I'll make some money off it. I've got the tape done-the tape cost 
about $600-1 think it probably costs about another $600-650 to manufacture it. If I sell a thousand of em for a couple bucks 
apiece I'll actually make some money off it and I could really use that. I've had a couple people tell me that if I will give 
them the tape that they'll pay me back for what I've paid to record it, but then that puts them in the position of making 
money off it and me not in the position to get anything out of it. So I'm trying to scrape the money together right now. I 
like doing it myself. It's more interesting, and more involving, it's more satisfying. 

Kim: Is it okay with you if ’’Boys From Nowhere’’ just denotes you and whoever happens to be 
playing with you, or do you want a band? 

Mick: I guess at this late date, with probably every bit of 25 guys in and out of the band over the course of the last 7 or 8 
years, that it's pretty much too much for me to expect anyone to believe that there's ever gonna be a stable line-up. I wish 
that there were, but part of the problem there is that Columbus is such a backward market that I've never been able to 
generate a situation where I was making enough money playing here to keep really good guys in the band. Musicians that 
have been doing it a long time and that are good and know they're good wanna do something and get some reward for it 
besides just seeing a 45 come out every year and a half. And there just isn't the fan-base in Columbus to be able to hand the 
guys $75 or $100 every weekend to be in the Boys from Nowhere. It's more like $45 a month or something. 

Kim: But do you think it hurts the songs, not being able to work with the same, people? 

Mick: Yeah, of course. Yes and no. It all depends. "The Bridal Album” was done with a rhythm section that I'd worked with 
for a year and a half, and it's an atrocity. There's some rhythm stuff on there that sounds like it was done with guys that I'd 
never met. And part of it's my fault and part of it's the other peoples' faults. Maybe if the songs are there and I'm attracting 
the quality of people where it doesn't matter if they've been in the band for a year or just long enough to really get a good 
handle on the songs...I'm mixed on that. If I had a stable line-up I think it would be good. Then maybe I'd be able to finally 
do a bit of touring. But what I'm in a position to do now is whenever I have something I want to record I just assemble out of 
whoever I know the people who I think are best suited to the particular material. 

Kim: The songs on ’’The Bridal Album” seem especially twisted, with lotsa dark and evil imagery- 
somehow less innocent than the singles. Do you have any comments? 

Mick: I don’t know, maybe you should define twisted and innocent for me! I mean, the "Beg” 45, that's a pretty mean 
sentiment there, that's hardly an innocent sentiment. And the "Jungle Boy” 45 is kind of a pretty much reactionary diatribe, 
I like to think. 

Kim: Okay, I’ll give you that. But there are moments on the record where when I first figured out 
what the lyrics were I got a real creepy feeling. 
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Mick: Oh really? Which songs? (laughs) Probably ones I've 
rewritten to be even more creepy. Well, the "Cyclone Death 
Machine", you should hear the new lyrics to it! 

Eeeee-vil! "All Tied Up", that one's not creepy, that one's just 
silly. "Back of my Mind" is pretty fucking creepy, eh? Oh, "My 
Checkered Past", that one's got some really good stuff, that's 
like the best lyrics I've ever written. 

Kim: I think actually the whole thing, it sort 
of...y’know how "Henry, Portrait of a Serial 
Killer" got an "X" for "moral tone"? 

Mick: Well that's good. Absolutely, because that's rocknroll. 
It's not like I'm in Warrant or Poison and I'm trying to appeal to 
14 year old girls and still work within a segment of the industry 
that will allow me to be suggestive but accessible. That’s not 
how rocknroll started out. That's not the real spirit of youth 
rebellion and anger and disgust. 

Kim: You don’t want lawyers looking over your 
shoulder. 

Mick: Well no, I don’t think anybody in the arts wants 
anything like that. On the other hand , I guess if it meant I had 
to temper the stuff a little bit in order to be making enough 
money to consider it a decent living then I would consider it. 
But as long as I’m gonna be losing money out of my own 
pocket on the things anyway. I’m gonna do what I wanna do. 
Kim: Are you a Columbus native? 

Mick: No. I grew up in West Virginia. 

Kim: Wow! What’s that like? 

Mick: I remember when I lived there as a kid, trying to think, 
"Just how bad off am I"? It was good and bad. I didn't grow up 
with the same lack of concern as somebody that grew up in a 
city. I think that whenever you grow up in a small place you 
grow up with a greater degree of association with the other 
people in the community. I was kind of in touch with trees and 
woods and farms and animals, and that's an important thing to 
me. You grow up in a city, you don't have any contact with that 
kind of thing. Your idea of trees are something that grow 
alongside the sidewalk and in the park and that's it. And so in a 


lot of ways I think it was good to grow up in the boonies like 
that. I still had copies of New York Dolls records and stuff like 
that I had copies of MC5 records in spite of the fact that I lived 
two hours from anywhere. I'd been listening to the more easily 
fmdable kinda things. I guess that was one of the things about 
living out there, that I found the stuff sooner or later, but that 
what I heard first was the stuff that was more accessible to me 
because it was more prevalent or on a major label. Like the first 
Aerosmith album, and Alice Cooper "Killer", and the first 
couple of Blue Oyster Cult albums. Those were my high school 
staples. That and some British stuff like Free and Mott the 
Hoople. 

Kim: What are some of the benefits and detriments 
of living in Ohio? 

Mick: The detriments are that there are really very few A & R 
people that make regular stops in Ohio. There are a few bands in 
Ohio that have established a reputation for themselves and are 
in the position to get signed or tour, but I think that it's more 
difficult when you're working out of someplace that's as out of 
the way as this. I may be wrong, but I believe that an important 
part of participating in the top end of the music industry is 
having music lawyers and music agents to do your bidding. It's 
not as if people from labels wanna deal with guys from bands. 
It's lawyers that wanna deal with other lawyers and agents that 
wanna deal with other agents. And there's a real dearth of that 
where I am. There's just no one here that you would put your 
faith in to represent your band. There's not the framework of 
people within the industry here to propel a band out of the 
community and into the industry. On the other hand, it's nice to 
live here. Actually, San Francisco is a really wonderful and 
friendly city. I spent a month there and I though San Francisco 
was great, but a lot of the other big cities I've been to are not 
nearly as personable as that. It's hard to meet people and go out 
and have a good time around people that you don't know 
because they're so cold. Columbus is more like a small town. 
Maybe it's just 'cause I've been here so long, but I think the 
people here are friendlier. And while the bands may not be as 
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good, the bands may not be quite as snobbish either. And it's 
really, really, really cheap to live here. It would just make you 
green. We live in half a house and pay $187.50. It’s sickening. 
That's a big part of the reason I stay here. I need space to live. 
I've tried living in an apartment and I just go completely 
neurotic, just off the deep end. 'Cause I spend a lot of time in the 
house and 'cause I don't like to go out that much. It just drives 
me crazy if there's not enough room to feel like you can 
circulate. 

Kim: Do you have a favorite sixties dance? 

Mick: Sixties band?! 

Kim: Dance! D-a-n-c-e! 

Mick: The Frug! 

Kim: The Frug! And can you do the Frug? 
Mick: I think so. I bet I can. 

Kim: And how about the Freddie? 

Mick: I don’t think I can do the Freddie. I think I’m more like a 
Frug kinda guy. 

Kim: Here's a question to see if you're really a 
jungle boy. If you were dropped in Death Valley 
with nothing but the clothes you have on right 
now (and whatever's in your pockets) do you think 
you'd survive? 

Mick: How far out in the desert would I be? 

Kim: Let's say 15 miles from nowhere in every 
direction. 

Mick: Actually, I think that I know a couple of things. Yeah, 
I'm gonna say I'd get outta there. I have never actually had to 
put any of these things to practise. I was never in the Green 
Berets and forced to go out and do it. But as part of being the 
kind of guy that believes that sooner or later the economy is 
gonna collapse and all the people in the cities are gonna be 
cannibals, and the people that have managed to get the furthest 
out of town are gonna have the best chance of being the only 
ones to survive. I've read some books to the effect of how to 
build small systems in the sand to collect condensation and 
have enough water to get by until you get out of the desert. 

Kim: Oh, you're more than prepared, then. 

Mick: I think so. I don’t know if I'm more than prepared, but I 
do have gallons of milk jugs full of clean water in my 
basement.(laughs) 

Kim: What's your favorite current band? 

Mick: Man, I don't even know who's still putting out records! 
And out of all the bands that I like, how many of em put out 
their best record three records ago, like The Godfathers? The 
Screaming Tribesmen I guess still put out records, but they 
don't really resemble the stuff that I like the best, that came out 
a long time ago. [Off the record ruminations on certain over¬ 
rated Australian outfits that Mick finds musically "busy" and 
lacking in fundamental appeal]. Heck, I guess I'm just a real cut 
and dry kinda guy. Like the MC5 "Back in the USA" record is 
one of my favorites because it’s just so loaded with these really 
genius Fred Smith pop songs that are played full-tilt, that really 
rock hard, but they all have really highly discemable parts and 
they're just real well written songs. I guess that's something 
that I fmd really appealing. What other current bands do I like? 
Oh gee, this is just gonna horrify you: the first Enuff Z’Nuff 
record I really love. They're these Cheap Trick clones from 
Chicago, it's on Atlantic. 

Kim: Oh, that doesn't sound horrible. I like Cheap 
Trick. 

Mick: I love Cheap Trick. But these are the guys that you've 
seen on MTV that wear tons of make-up, and I heard an 
interview with them once and they were the stupidest guys in 
the world. I saw em once. They're the worst major label band I 
ever saw on stage. They're fucking terrible! The bass player 
can't play at all. He’s obviously only in the band cause he's the 
songwriter’s brother. But their first record's really, really good. 
I liked the Manitoba's Wild Kingdom record a lot. We covered 
"The Party Starts Now" for a while, just for a yuck. I like the 
Zodiac Mindwarp record, that's more than a couple of years. I'm 
sorry that those guys didn't ever do anything else. I'm sorry 
that they didn't get bigger than the Cult. I guess I sorta like the 
Cult, isn't that awful? 


Kim: [not entirely sure what the Cult sounds like] Um, 

there's a lot of silly music that's fun and you 

shouldn't be embarrassed about liking it. 

Mick: I guess I think I should be naming you all these Seattle 
bands that I think are just the coolest thing since dirt, but I'm 
yet to find the ones up there that are just knocking me out. I 
can't tell one from the other and I can’t tell which ones are any 
good. Maybe I'm just stupid, [...and maybe he's just smart —KC] 
Kim: Well, you were gonna say your favorite 

sixties band when I asked you about dances, how 

about that? 

Mick: Maybe this band from Pittsburgh called the Swamp Rats. 
Their best stuff, actually, was when they were the Fabulous 
Deejays. They did "Fight Fire" which was really great. I like 
The Sonics. I like the real mean ones. I just like individual 45s 
by guys that were never heard from again, like Kit and the 
Outlaws. They did "Don't Tread On Me". I love that one. The 
Nomads covered it. 

Kim: And there were a lot of good bands out of 
Ohio. 

Mick: Yeah, there were a lot of good bands out of Ohio. The 
Fifth Order were a Columbus band that were really good. The 
Balloon Farm. The Music Explosion were from Ohio. The Ohio 
Express were part of this bubble gum conglomerate, but they 
were originally a Columbus band called Sir Timothy and the 
Royals who were pretty highly thought of around here. I'm 
trying to think which bubble gum factory released its product as 
the Ohio Express, but the producers of that project wanted to 
hire a band to go out on the road and be the Ohio Express, and 
they took these guys from Columbus, Sir Timothy and the 
Royals.(laughs) 

Kim: So the records already existed, and they just 
hired a band to be them? 

Mick: Kind of. I don't think that the guys from Columbus had a 
hell of a lot to do with them. 

Kim: Didn't they do a version of "Try It'* by the 
Standells? 

Mick: Yeah, they did. They did a version of "Try It" with 
amended lyrics. 

Kim: Right, the "clean" version. 

Mick: But you know what? That version is really cool because 
instead of the Farfisa and the cheesy Fender guitar sound, it's 
got this really mean Hammond organ and fuzz guitar sound. And 
the sound on it is way better, way more menacing. But, yeah, 
the lyrics are totally wimped out. Who else? The Human Beinz 
were from Ohio. The Choir, from Cleveland. 

Kim: Was that some of the guys from the 
Raspberries? 

Mick: Eric Carmen, I think. Maybe one more. Eric Carmen 
might not even have been in the Choir. That might have been 
Wally Bryson and one other guy, and they might have picked 
up Eric Carmen later. 

Kim: I heard a 12, 13 year old girl in Rhino 
Records pick up an Eric Carmen record and go to 
her friend, "Oh look, it's your little naked friend!" 
I've never understood that, but it stuck in my 
head. Scary. 

Mick: Oooooh. That's very scary. You should have asked her 
about that. 

Kim: I couldn't. They were trendoids and I was 
eavesdropping. 

Mick: Oh my god! Oh, you really, really will always wonder 
about that! (laughs) Geez, I keep naming bands that aren't 
current at all, like the Scientists and the Stems and the Thanes, 
from Scotland. I like their seven inches a lot. I like the Miracle 
Workers, of course. I'll tell you who's good, here's America's 
hope: the Cynics! The Cynics are a really good band! And 
Gregg is such a hard worker. He's built a little miniature empire. 
He works hard to answer all the fan mail and continue to put out 
an interesting stream of product to keep people interested. And 
just like everybody else, he has a real hard time keeping enough 
people in the band to constitute a whole band. But their third 
album is just about as good as anything that anybody's put out 
in a long time. 
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Kim: I hear you have a lot of pop cultural artifacts 
in your house. What are some of your favorites? 


Mick: I have an aqua lava lamp. A pinball machine. Rock Em 
Sock Em Robots. A Darth Vader Star Wars toy carrying kit. I 
have this thing that I brought home from the grocery store, a 
Crest Tower. It was part of a toothpaste display and it goes all 
the way to our ceiling, it's eight feet tall. I have a really cool 
Marx robot from the ’50s. A bowling clock that has a clock 
mounted in a pin and a ball, and a little guy throwing a bowling 
ball at some little trophy pins. A whole set of Dinosaurs Attack 
cards, you know those? No? Topps put em out a couple years 
ago. I think there's 56 cards in the set, and they're all these real 
gruesome, graphic drawings of some scientific kinda story 
about dinosaurs coming through a time machine to the present 
time and chewing people up. These cards are great. There's 
dinosaurs stomping on school buses, and there's one where 
they invade a rock concert and there's a picture of a dinosaur 
with long haired guys with guitars mangled in its claws and 
stuff like that. I have a pretty happening Batman lamp. A nice 
poster that Dave Hall sent me from "Vice Academy” with Linnea 
Quigley and Ginger Allen. I have a of really bad shit around 
here, boy! 

Kim: If you could travel back through time in 
order to see three rock shows, what would they be? 
Mick: I would go back and see this show at Riverfront Coliseum 
with Iggy and Alice. That's probably ’69 or 70. That's the show 
where Iggy does the peanut butter thing. I have a friend who was 
there. I took guitar lessons from this guy for a while who told 
me that he was there. His older brother took him. 

Kim: Actually my mom used to date a guy who went 
there too. He told me all about it. It sounds like 
everyone there was in the front row and got peanut 
butter on them, at least everyone I’ve ever talked 
t o. 

Mick: Yeah, of course. I guess that I'd go back and see a Dead 
Boys show at CBGB's. 

Kim: Better than in Ohio, you think? 

Mick: Yeah, they didn't play very much in Ohio. They were 
outcasts. They left. And I'd probably want to go back and see a 
James Brown show in the sixties. 

Kim: Who’s cuter, Laurie Partridge, Marcia Brady 
or Cissy from ”Family Affair”? 

Mick: Oh my God!! The girl that I went out with for all these 
many months, culminating in the fact that I’m once again 
single, was a total, total Marcia Brady lookalike! I'm thinking 


about doing a series of posters of Marcia Brady in bondage, 
(laughs) 

Kim: Wow, that was the right question! Every guy 
in my house is just obsessed with Marcia Brady, 
and they tape all of the Brady Kids musical 
numbers and watch them in slow motion. 

Mick: Oh, this girl and I, I used to make her...oh this is bad ...I 
used to...but your roommates will appreciate this: she and I used 
to sit on the couch and watch "The Brady Bunch" and I would 
attack her! I would molest her while we watched "The Brady 
Bunch", cause she looked exactly like Marcia. Absolutely, 
Marcia Brady. 

Kim: And would you ever wear bellbottoms? 

Mick: No. 

Kim: Imagine you have unlimited resources with 
which to promote your band. What’s the best 
publicity stunt you can think of? 

Mick: I have unlimited resources ?! 

Kim: Unlimited, worldwide network of power...and 
money. 

Mick: Well, I've gotta tell you that if I had that I would 
waste it on participating in the music business. I’d put about 
$250,000 in the bank, off of which I could live from the 
interest from now on, and I'd take about another 60 or 
$100,000 and go out in Michigan or Wisconsin and buy a farm 
that had running water and some woods. And I wouldn't worry 
about promoting the band. I hate the music business, I hate it! 
Kim: So you’re just obsessed? Why do you do it? 
Mick: I don't ! I don't participate in the music business. 

Kim: You put records out. 

Mick: Yeah...in a way, y'know. But not in the same context as 
having this incredible network of power and unlimited funds. I 
can scrape up $1250 to put out a 45, hoping that it'll reach 600 
or 800 people that'll really be happy that I've done it. That’s 
completely different from trying to spend a bunch of money to 
manipulate the public into consuming a product that may or 
may not do them any good or give them any real satisfaction 
other that satisfying their lust to spend and consume. That's 
how I view the industry, you know? 

Kim: Uh huh. But what if Geffen turned around and 
said, ” Okay, we’re gonna put your record out. 
We're not gonna pav you a huge amount of money, 
but we are gonna put all this money into 
marketing it. What do you want us to do?” 

Mick: Oh! Well, I guess that I'd get em to hire me a really cool 
touring band, like Willie Alexander on keyboards, and Iggy 
Pop on backing vocals and gyrations. And maybe I’d hire Jeff 
Connally and Peter Greenberg to come out on stage every night 
and have a big brawl ! I think that's what I'd do. If I could get 
promoted however I wanted. I'd get em to hire this incredible 
entourage of all the most wonderful and obscure unknown 
people that populate the rock world, and I'd go okay, the 
promotion is that you should pay each of these guys about 
$2000 a week to travel around with me and create a spectacle ! 
Kim: Is there a particular quality you think groups 
from Ohio all share? 

Mick: No, no. My thinking is that at one time there was 
regional radio, and there probably was regional music. There 
was a time when a band from anyplace-a band from Columbus, 
or Pittsburgh, or wherever—could have a local hit, because they 
were the most popular local band, and all their friends would 
call the local AM station and go "Will you play the 5th 
Order/Fabulous Deejays/Gollywogs/Tommy James record?" And 
the local people showed their particular local affections in that 
manner of support. And of course the local bands catered to the 
local taste, so there were regional sounds. I think that the 
information age has completely destroyed that. The national 
FM network, the big programming networks which dominate 
what's played now have completely eliminated that, in my 
opinion. I don't think that Ohio or anyplace else has a sound or 
any distinction anymore, because everybody has a tendency to 
be an amalgam of all the things that they absorb. And people 
absorb things nationally and internationally now instead of on 
a more regional basis. Am I right or wrong? You're the person 
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that does research into that kinda thing. 

Kim: Yeah, I think you’re right in a lot of ways. 
I’m thinking maybe places like New Zealand, even 
though they’re s o r t a hooked into the whole 
continuum, are also just removed enough so that 
there’s sorta an incest... 

Mick: (voice dripping with sarcasm) Yeah, maybe you're right 
about New Zealand. Okay, Greenland! 

Kim: Are there bands in Greenland?! 

Mick: I dunno. (Laughs) Isn't that where Killing Joke claimed 
they were gonna move? Iceland, or Greenland? [digression 
about prohibitions on booze in Iceland] 

Kim: What’s the strangest thing you ever saw an 
animal do? 

Mick: Oh, boy. I've spent a lot of time with animals. Well, I ve 
got pictures of a squirrel standing on my head! I raised a squirrel 
and I've got pictures of him standing on my shoulder, eating a 
peanut, standing on my head. He was quite photogenic and quite 
proud of his cute little self. He jumped on the mailman one 
time! (laughs) 

Kim: What’s your favorite song of all time? 

Mick: That just makes me want to think of the first thing that 
comes to my mind that I've heard in the last several days that 
just really got me in the gut. Maybe "Down on the Street". I 
listen to all those three Stooges albums just excessively. I 
listen to that, both the MC5 albums, and the two Alice Cooper 
albums I like, "Love it to Death" and "Killer", a lot. 

Kim: Wait, what MC5 record don’t you listen to? 
Mick: The live one. I listen to the two Atlantic ones a lot. That 
live one's kinda a mess. I guess I was alluding to the fact that 
I'm really, really into this early seventies Detroit thing now, 
and I don't just give it lip service. I annoy my neighbors with 
this shit all the time. And those first two Blue Oyster Cult 
albums are great. We got to open up for them about a year ago 
and I got to meet Buck Dharma, and he was a helluva nice guy. 
Kim: Oh, that must’ve been a total dream-come- 
true! 

Mick: I dunno if it was a dream-come-true! It was he, and Eric 
Bloom, and Allen Lanier, and the Bouchard brothers are gone, 
and replaced with kids that they hired to fill out the band. They 
were really, really good. I thought they were gonna be pompous 
and boring, but they were great!!! They're the consummate 
professionals. It was no mistake that those guys were an arena- 
capable act at one time. They were really good. It's not one of 
those things where they were just some sloppy drunks that 
happened to get popular and couldn't back it up. They were 
really, really talented guys. They smoked us! [endless 
digression about the first two BOC records and how Donald 
Roeser is the true god of American metal, but you wouldn't be 
interested, trust us] 

Kim: Please describe your dream-date. 

Mick: My dream date is I'm supposed to pick her up from work, 
only I decide to get there early cause I wanna see her dance the 
last couple of numbers, (laughs) And then she drives me back to 
my house in her Trans-Am. Okay, let's make it really 
obnoxious! She comes back to my house and shes only 
wearing four things: high heels and a really, really tight dress, 
and a big smile. And we come into my house. We make drinks. 
She comes in my living room and goes straight to the books. 
She goes through the books and we talk about Hesse, and we 
talk about Huxley, and we talk about Brautigan, and thats it; 
I'm in love. It's over. It's settled. 

Kim: You’re a sick man. What’s your favorite 
smell? 

Mick: Ciara. It's a bad perfume. 

Rubin Fiberglass: How do you write songs? 

Mick: I guess that my songwriting process is the process of 
trying to defme a feeling or sentiment or concept, down down 
down, process it down into enough lines to make verses, and 
into enough lines to make choruses, and then just set it to 
music. I usually start out with and idea or a feeling and try to 
condense it down into a good phrase from which to start. 
Usually there's a feeling, and then there's a working title, and 
then I build the words up around that and try to make them all 
relate to the feeling or concept. And then almost always the last 


thing I do is try to come up with the music for it. 

Rubin Fiberglass: What’s your favorite story 
about the band? 

Mick: One time we drove to Cincinnati to play at the legendary 
Jockey Club. This huge and wonderful old place that in the '30s 
was a really laid-out, decadent gangster club where all the top 
talent played. Like a big private gangster dinner club. And by 
the early '80s it’d fallen into total disrepair. It had partially 
burned down and been left open anyway to be a really slummy 
sleazy rock bar. But it’s a legendary place because everybody 
has played there. So we go their to play a show for a promoter 
who's promised us that it's gonna go well. We've got a couple 
of 45s out and this is a regional gig; you'd like to think that 
people down there have heard of us. We get there and there's 
about a dozen people there, including the opening band. And 
this is in a place that probably seats 800 people. It's the guitar 
player's birthday, and he gets just howlingly drunk. We get on 
stage and he proceeds to go across the front of the stage and 
knock all the microphones down. I stand em all back up and he 
knocks em all back down, so finally I lay on the floor and sing 
into the microphone prostrate , 'cause I know if I stand em back 
up that there's a certain thing that's gonna happen. And when 
there's no more microphones to knock down I really lost track 
of what he did, but I know that the culmination of this gig is it's 
the only time I've ever been fired from a show. Suddenly the PA 
was turned off. And every time I go to Cincinnati now there's an 
increasing number of people, like probably fifty people now 
have told me they were there. "I saw that show, it was great!" 
Oh really? Where were you hiding? Everybody I know in 
Cincinnati claims that they saw that happen, us get fired about 
8 songs into it. So, that's a pretty typical Boys from Nowhere 
tale. We didn't make any money. They didn't even pay us the 
$50 that was supposed to be guaranteed, because we got fired ! 



Rubin Fiberglass: What was the greatest moment 
of your life? 

Mick: Should I make something up? I'm just trying to pin it 
down. Was it a long, long time ago in my sports career? Was it 
a woman thing? A band thing? Was it a motorcycle thing? I 
gotta say that the highlight of my life was when I was about 
twelve, there was this place where all the kids used to go and 
play. And one day somebody got the wise idea to gather up all 
this junk lumber and build a ramp over the creek. 

Kim: Alllll right! Wait, let me guess-bicycles? 
Mick: Bicycles! 

Kim: That’s one of the greatest moments of m y 
life. Except we did it into the ocean! 
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Mick: Yeah, we did it into this mud bed of this creek. There was 
a real steep bank. You rode straight down this bank, about 
thirty feet straight down, and then it kinda flattened out a little 
bit at the edge of the creek bed, and then right there was the 
ramp. (Mick makes jet noises) It was more like a long 
horizontal launch than a vertical launch. And you actually ended 
up on the other side in the mud. I guess that s the highlight of 
my life. And here's the other highlight of my life. Even earlier 
than that, as a child, as a toddler, I somehow scrape together a 
few dollars, what as a child is the unimaginable sum of three or 
four dollars. And I take it to the local convenience store, and I 
buy a whole box of baseball cards! And as luck would have it, in 
that box of cards is my copy of the $1200 Nolan Ryan rookie 
card. 

Kim: You still got it? , 

Mick: Of course! It’s still mint! Get outta here! It’s still perfect! 
Yep, the 1968 Topps. That's the other highlight of my life. 
Postscript: Mick wanted to tell me about his cool 
part time job before we ended the interview, so 
here goes. 

Mick: There’s this thing out here in the Midwest. There’s these 
groups of girls that are like traveling burlesque shows. Instead 
of working in strip clubs, they go around to different clubs like 
one night a month or something, clubs that don’t usually have 
girls. It’s really enormously popular. It’s called Female Revue. 
It’s not total nudity. It’s more like lingerie, bathing suits. 
Anyway, one of my good friends runs one of these groups, and 
it’s worth tons of money, I shudder to think the amount of 
money these women make. Anyway, they have their own van, 
and sometimes they take road trips. You can only do it locally 
so often. So they have a couple of booking agents that book 
them on semi-long distance trips. And when they take long 
trips they all wanna get real, real, real, real drunk and have 
somebody else drive em home. So I do this about once a week. 
Kim: And the greatest moment in your life is 

getting a baseball_ card ? 1 • 

Mick: Yeah, I have my priorities! (laughs) 

You can contact Mick c/o Young Lion Records, Box 3220, 
Columbus, Ohio 43201. 

SPIKE IN VAIN 
(continued from page 10 ) 

White Zombie and definitely Phantom Tollbooth’s first 
record-Griffin astutely brings up that it’s a bit "funny how 
years later the Phantom Tollbooth 1st 12" was praised to 
the moon when I've heard from a reliable source that much 
was consciously lifted by PT from Disease ". Reliable or not 
there are plenty of great cacophonic accidental? intentional? 
coalescings of instruments & jazz-like instrumental 
"passages" that are there to be lifted for pulling one over on 
the unaware. 

You get a sense of the genius of the players involved 
when the fact duly noted in the back cover's righthand 
comer-"We rotate on inst."-hits home; 18-year-old Griffin, 
19-year-old Bruce Allen & the brother team of Andrew & 
Chris Marec ("early 20’s") each played at least two 
instruments on the record (though Bruce did just about all of 
the frenzied drumming) & gtr, bass & vox were shared 
socialistically—for instance the sonic bath of "God On 
Drugs" (an early moniker of the band) has Robert 
vocalising, Chris on guitar & Andrew playing bass; the 
song is followed by "Dear Departed" w/ Chris singing, 
Andrew on guitar & Bob on bass. Without a step lost, and 
so it goes throughout the LP. "E.K.G." at the end of the 
first side has got a funk bass-pop as its core but has a 
chilling Scratch Acid-like underbelly that rules out much 
butt-shake on your part--in fact all the LP’s 
addiction/waste/disease metaphors make for a real black 
party-"Dioxin", for example, is seemingly about human 



excretion gobbled by fish who're later served back to 
humankind in fillets & sticks-what goes around comes 
around, I guess. I kid you not, this from the same teenagers 
who helped finance the record by selling candy bars (!). 

After the deaf ear that greeted Disease Is Relative that 
band made a valiant effort to go at it again for a second 
record, but Bruce quit halfway through its making & the 
band was content under the circumstances to release these 
sessions as a very limited cassette called Jesus Was Born _In 
A Mobile Home ("a silly Iggy reference", says Griffin). The 
band was able to persevere & recruited Scott Pickering as 
the new drummist for the recording of Death Drives A 
Cadillac , which never saw the light of day because "so 
much was spent recording it (24 track studio) that no money 
remained to release it", & the band split for good a few 
months later-thankfully Robert & Scat are releasing this 
stuff & more as a CD a healthy 6 years after its creation 
sometime this fall, and you can bet I’m ready . Now on with 
you to the used bins. 


MONKEY 101 “French Feelings” 7” 

The A-side’s one of the finest examples of wide-eyed 
shimmer I’ve heard in a great while, perhaps the right coast 
brother to Seattle’s FALL-OUTS (whom, we must report, 
recently passed away, bequeathing 7 vinylized examples of 
quicksilver turbo pop). “French Feelings”’s immediacy & worth 
is established in about 15 seconds & it’s bound to find its way 
onto any number of comp tapes I’ll be making in the near 
future. The flip is righteously vigorous nerd-pop, handily 
beating 3-Day Stubble at their game & begging for a place in 
yours. (Siltbreeze) — Jay 
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RUDOLPH GREY 


interviewed by Grady Runyan 


After twenty-some years of playing and composing 
music, writing poetry, painting and probably much else, the 
force that is Rudolph Grey is known to astonishingly few 
people. I suspect this is in part due to his predominant 
billing as a "guitarist". Rudolph Grey is not a guitarist. He 
does not "play" the guitar as much as he uses it as a key to 
a universe of sound that is disappointingly foreign to most, 
and as such, is only now being recognized as "music". 
Grey's instrument/key allows him to get to the prime 
source of electric music the way few musicians rarely do; 
his technique is to unleash what others try to harness. And 
ultimately, what is unleashed is 100% pure-i.e. human 
emotion-for which unbridled electricity is an apt aural 
metaphor. 

Sonny Sharrock once referred to himself not as a 
guitarist, but as a "horn player with a really fucked-up 
horn". This must certainly hold true for Grey as well, for 
there is little in the history of rock guitar playing that 
comes close to Grey's approach. Like Sharrock, his kinship 
appears to be with the transcendent shrieks and grunts of 
Ayler and Braxton, as well as the lysurgic surge of Jimi’s 
tortured, burning strat. Imagine a guitar style that picks up 
where the last twenty-or-so minutes of White Light/White 
Heat leaves off; that is, everything following Lou's 
ominous invitation "...and then my mind split open...". 
Grey's emphasis on soul over style (or perhaps soul as 
style) is something we are immediately confronted with, 
something that fuses the man inseparably with his music. 

Yet, Rudolph Grey is most definitely a rocknroll 
musician. No doubt about it. What he plays can only be 


described as heavy metal, for he unearths sounds more dense 
and thunderous than Tony Iommi ever nightmared. The 
proof of this lies in the eight minutes that is his latest 
vinyl offering, "Implosion 73/Transformation" (New 
Alliance), in which Grey's guitar and amp combine for a 
droning, piercing, bludgeoning attack that is not obviously 
attributable to any particular instrument. "Implosion" 
features Rashied Ali (a one-time Coltrane bandmate) on 
drums, reinforcing Grey's association with non-rock idioms 
(though Coltrane could certainly be considered a heavy 
metal pioneer!), while the flip is Grey solo, or more 
precisely, several Greys playing together (via overdubbing) 
that is no less powerful. 

Alarmingly little of Grey's sizable output has made it to 
vinyl. Besides this single and the Red Transistor (see last 
issue) eulogy delivered last year, Grey has only 1988's 
Transfixed LP (New Alliance) for your immediate perusal. 
Consisting of four pieces recorded during the years 1980-85, 
Transfixed is an all-too-brief introduction to the man s 
intense modus operandi. While "1000 Luminous Flowers" 
and "Transfixed" consist solely of Grey's manic guitarwork, 
"Ghosts" is an epic live piece featuring Arthur Doyle (in a 
very Ayler-like mode) on sax, and "Whirl", a guitar-less 
piano composition with Summer Crane. Perhaps New 
York's missing link between "Sister Ray" and the No Wave 
(which he predated in an early Von Lmo collaboration called 
Why You...Murder Me, which played out less than a 
handful of times), Rudolph Grey has made an indelible 
impression on that city's musicians (Branca, Lindsay, 
Renaldo, etc.) while still remaining relatively unknown. 
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Grey with Beaver Harris 

photo by Mike Griemm 1989 


Overdue acclaim may finally arrive in the form of Mask 
Of Light, a brand new LP due out soon on New Alliance. 
Grey is also still performing live, most recently with a 
reformed version of his late 70’s group, the Blue Humans, 
and hints at more of his older work finally surfacing. The 
following interview took place via mail in June ’91, and 
finds Grey elaborating on his past and future, as well as the 
inimitable Ed Wood Jr. 


SUPERDOPE : First off, how long has your Ed 
Wood, Jr. book been in the works, and when do 
you expect to have it completed? What led to your 
fascination with him? In some ways, I would 
expect him to have been a very "normal" genre 
director who could not keep his own eccentric 
impulses from entering into his work. Do you 
have a favorite film, or do you prefer his writing? 

Rudolph Grey: I've been working on the Ed Wood 
biography, Nightmare Of Ecstasy. The Life And Art Of Edw. D. 
Wood. Jr. since 1983. My publisher. Feral House (P.O. Box 
861893, Los Angeles CA 90086-1893) tells me it will be out in 
August. 

Wood’s BRIDE OF THE MONSTER (1955) and PLAN 9 FROM 
OUTER SPACE (1956) were sold to television in the early 60's, 
and, being a great Bela Lugosi fanatic I watched them over and 
over again, as they were repeated every few months or so for a 


period of years. The movies exerted a peculiar fascination, they 
had an ineffable strangeness to them, and were unlike anything 
by any other director. The bizarre use of language, the artificial 
sets, halloween atmosphere and cartoon-like characters struck 
the right chord, then and now. A true auteur, since he wrote and 
directed all his movies, Wood is perhaps the most unique 
director who ever lived. The "worst director" bit is of course 
ridiculous, the true hallmark of a work of art is that it can be 
experienced over and over again. Wood's "eccentric impulses" 
are the very thing which keep him from being a "normal genre 
director". 

It's difficult to choose a favorite film, as there are sequences 
in all of his movies which are transcendent and hallucinatory. 
His novels differ in that in the "adult novel" Wood found a 
medium in which he could express himself completely with 
virtually no restrictions. His best novels, such as Killer In 
Drag . Death Of A Transvestite and TV Lust fall into the category 
of the true avant-garde. 

But it was the movies which first hooked me. When GLEN 
OR GLENDA began to be shown as a midnight movie in 
December of 1978 (the same month he died) I saw it for the first 
time and knew that the mysterious Ed Wood Jr. was an artist to 
contend with. 

SD: Would you say you were raised more on jazz or 
rock n* roll, or on music at all? Who are some of 
the first performers you saw? 

RG: The first music to make an impression on me was hearing 
Mussorgsky's Ni ght On Bald Mountain , which was the theme 
music used for Shock Theater when they first telecast the old 
Universal horror movies such as THE MUMMY, DRACULA, 
MURDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE, etc. I listened to a lot of pop 
music in the 60’s, Del Shannon (with Max Crook on the 
Musitron) was a particular favorite. Hearing "Talk Talk" by the 
Music Machine in late '66 was another revelation. Sean 
Bonniwell was, in his own way, a genius. But evidently he had 
a bad manger who turned down the Monterey Pop festival 
without even telling him. Later I became interested in free jazz 
& the work of such composers as Xennakis & Kirchin. 

SD: What was the state of Red Transistor at the 
time that the single was recorded through the 
dissolution of the band? It would seem that the 
music scene was finally ripe for what you were 
doing... 

RG: Red Transistor formed in Sept, of 1977. I had a duo and 
later a trio group with Von Lmo (a.k.a. Fritz London, Fritz 
Egan, Elmo Atomeater, Baal Zadok) from 72-75. We split for a 
while and I wrote and had published experimental poetry. I went 
to Holland in 77 with the idea of forming another band but 
nothing materialized. When I returned the NYC scene had 
opened up to all sorts of weirdness and I had a hard time 
convincing Lmo to leave Kongress, a rock group he was 
drumming for. Terry Ork got us in the Sunday night series at 
Max's Kansas City and we quickly built up a reputation and a 
following. Lydia Lunch was a fan and Alan Vega also 
appreciated what we were doing. Red Transistor began as a duo 
with myself on guitar and vocals and Lmo on drums and vocals. 
Later we added a drummer. We had, at various times, Jim 
Sclavunos (who played under the name of "M"), Rick 
Mascarinas (who played as "Aisa"), Gary Vetter (who reportedly 
died of a drug overdose in ’83) and Mark Edmands who was the 
drummer on the single but not live. By January of 78 we were 
negotiating with Marty Thau of Red Star records. At the same 
time we were talking contracts to Marty, Billboard's Roman 
Kozak gave us an excellent review. So things were happening 
for us. We got an advance and were to receive more money after 
the LP was released but that never happened, thanks to Lmo. We 
did demo tapes in May of 78, Marty Thau played them for John 
Cale (who was my first choice to produce the LP) when he was 
touring Europe with Suicide that summer; Cale was interested 
reportedly but that's all that ever happened with that, Lmo 
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pulled one of his all-too-predictable power plays and wanted to 
be the leader, write all the songs, play all the instruments, etc. 
So that was obviously the end. The poor bastard really blew it. 
Later, he put a group together and tried to call it Red Transistor, 
maybe even did one date using the name but I put a stop to that. 

SD: Is there a possibility that more of your early 
work (Why You...Murder Me, Blue Humans) could 
likewise be released? 

RG: We made demo records of Why You...Murder Me? in 75 
but Lmo had those so I doubt if they survive. I don't think it was 
as good as Red Transistor so it's just as well. Forced Exposure 
were talking about releasing a 45 of The Blue humans (with 
Arthur Doyle and Beaver Harris, from the "Noise Fest" of '82) 
but that's still up in the air. They also may release a MARS 45 
recorded live by Brian Eno on which I was "guest" (from late 
78). It was the second-to-last Mars performance. 

SD: Around the time of The Blue Humans you were 
involved in a few one-off performances with 
various people--could you elaborate on how those 
were organized and how they went? 


RG: The first Blue Humans performance was on a bill with Mars 
and DNA on Sunday, December 10th, 1978 (incidently the day 
Ed Wood died in Hollywood). I played in a duo with Rashid 
Bakr, who later went on to play drums with Cecil Taylor. Then a 
duo with Beaver Harris became a trio with the addition of 
saxophonist Arthur Doyle. This trio played quite a few dates in 
N.Y. It sort of spoiled me—Doyle and Beaver are two of the 
heaviest musicians on the planet. When Arthur went to France 
Charles Tyler stepped in—he's on Bells b y Albert Ayler. Later I 
did one performance with Alan Vega and Arto Lindsay, Alan and 
Arto sang and played drums, I sang and played guitar. It was an 
odd mixture,though, which I don't think really gelled, i also 
worked with bassist Richard Williams—he's on Arthur Doyle's 
amazing Alabama Feeling LP, and Rashied Sinan, another 
monster drummer, played a few times with Arthur and myself 
when Beaver Harris couldn't make it. 



Sun. 
Feb. 


The Space At Chase 

98 Third Avenue 

(BETWEEN 12th & 13th STREET) TEL: 475-1 407 


SD: Blixa Bargeld once said something about how 
horrible an instrument the guitar was because it 
had become inextricably linked to the myth of the 
"guitar hero". Do you see your work as either 
disposing of or expanding the definition of this 
myth? Is it even a relevant consideration? 


RG: For sheer sonic power there is no instrument like the 
electric guitar. I doubt that I am in danger of becoming a "guitar 



Grey with Beaver Harris & Jim Sauter 

photo by Mike Griemm 1989 


hero". But there are "saxophone heroes" also but that doesn't 
make it a horrible instrument either. I think the important 
thing is to be a hero in one's own eyes. 

SD: How often do you play with other guitarists? 
Have you ever played with Sonny Sharrock? 

RG:Glenn Branca and I did a guitar improvisation some years 
ago. I've played with Donald Miller in BORBETOMAGUS (we 
outnumbered the audience, by the way, which was zero); I did a 
guitar trio recently on Columbia University radio with Donald 
Miller and Alan Licht, a group we almost called THE DREAM 
GODS. There's also something I did with Thurston Moore on 
2nd guitar on a new Matador Records compilation, New York 
Eve And Ear Control , and my group the BLUE HUMANS (1990s 
edition) has Alan Licht on second guitar and Tom Surgal on 
drums, an excellent drummer by the way, in the tradition of 
Elvin Jones. We've played about 5 dates. We're set to record a 
single and LP towards the end of July. But Glenn, Thurston, 
Donald and Alan are among my favorite guitar players. They all 
play with a high degree of intensity and feeling. But I've never 
played with Sonny. 

SD: I would say that electricity and amplification 
are of prime importance to your music. Have you 
ever composed for, or performed with, acoustic 
instruments (besides "Whirl" on Transfixed)? 

RG: I've worked with acoustic bass, and saxophones of course. 

SD: What roles do emotional impulses or 
otherwise repressed matter play in your guitar 
style? In particular, what role does violence play. 
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Would you compare yourself to Ed Wood, Jr. in 
this way? 

RG: There is nothing "repressed” when I play. It’s about 
emotion and feeling. What really irks me is the term "noise". 
The press picked up on it from the Noise Fest and we've never 
heard the end of it. It's pretty sad if after 20 years of studying an 
instrument that's all you've accomplished is to produce "noise". 
I wouldn't compare myself with Ed Wood with regard to 
"repression". Despite everything, Wood was pretty much a free 
spirit and a nonconformist in his personal life. 

SD: Similarly, how does the concept of chance 
figure in to what you do? Are you always "aware" 
of what you are doing when you play? 

RG: With the music I compose, it is improvised. This is the 
most difficult music to play-and pull it off. Everything you 
have ever learned comes into play—and then you "venture into 
the unknown". That's your "awareness". 

SD: Your upcoming LP was described to me as 
being a "monster"... 

RG: It's called Mask Of Light , and features Rashied Ali, Jim 
Sauter and Alan Licht in various configurations. The title is 
derived from a quote by the painter James Ensor: "I have 
joyfully shut myself up in the solitary atmosphere dominated 
by a mask that is full of violence, light and brilliance". It'll be 
out on New Alliance in the fall, I did the cover by the way-I 
worked on that thing for about 3 months. 

SD: Are you and Von Lmo still on good terms? 
Could you two ever play together again? 

RG: I haven't spoken to Lmo in about 10 years—I used to see 
him slinking around the East Village in wraparound shades—and 
that was it. It's highly unlikely we would play together again. 
"We're Not Crazy", Lmo's song, is highly ironic because in his 
case he really was...I've heard various rumours of his current 
whereabouts and none of them sound too good... 


SD: What kinds of equipment do you use? Are you 
faithful to certain brands? Most pictures of you 
Fve seen you playing a Mosrite. 

RG: I have the old Mosrite which I used in Red Transistor and 
The Blue Humans in the late 70's and early 80’s but now I'm 
playing a Blake, which feels right and responds well to my 
style. 

SD: Have you played on the West Coast? Europe? 
Can we expect a tour with the LP? After 20 years, 
is the world ready for Rudolph Grey? 

RG: I haven't played on the West Coast. I played in France last 
May in a duo with Rashied Ali and a trio with Rashied and Jim 
Sauter at the Musique Action Festival. A live recording of that 
date will be on the new LP. It's been a privilege to play with the 
musicians I've worked with. But in a way, you pay a price for 
playing this music. The way I play, you can just do it for so 
long. 


THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282 
“Lovelyville” LP 

Seeing used to be the only sure-fire path to believing re: the 
steadfast brilliance of the Thinking Fellers, but they’ve now 
packaged their craft into an LP so worldbeating it ain’t even 
funny. Needless to say San Francisco has been awaiting its 
arrival & it’s salivating to find some of these songs with titles: 

“Motorin’ Flary Jenkins’’, for example, puts this band’s loopy 
dark-carnival art out in the open while very much remaining in 
the “rock" form—some will bellyache about the experimental 
liberties taken throughout much of the first side but that’s 
really not for us to worry about—the trilogy of “Sinking Boats" 
has some of the most bold & fresh-faced skewed passages this 
side of labelmates the Dust Devils & I have to give the Fellers 
highest praise for making every second count w/ all 3 guitars & 
rhythm section; when someone’s not playing notes & chords 
you can be sure he/she is scraping the strings or tooting the 
horn, contributing to the most original rock practitionary » 

going today. I daresay “masterpiece". (Matador)—Jay 
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Ail singles come on mixed color vinyl w/bitchin’ sleeves. Distributed by Mordam. 
Available in cod stores or from us for $3.75 ea PP. Overseas add $1.50 per disc 


DIONYSUS RECORDS 

PO BOX 1975 • BURBANK, CA 91507 • USA 


Send $1.00 for our newsletter & major mail-order catalog full o' 50s-90 Lps & 
CDs, over 400 T (labels like Sympathy, Sub Pop, Get Hip...), mags, posters, 
rare stuff & more. Catalog comes free with order. Our 7th year of this shit! 


SAVAQE SOUNDS 

ON SMNCINq SINqLES! 


YARD TRAUMA: PRESSSURE • ALIBI 

EAR BLAZING GUITAR, ROOM SHAKING BASS, MELODIC 
VOCALS WITH HARMONIES EVEN. FUCKING INTENSE! 

THE WRETCHED ONES: GOIN 1 DOWN TO 

THE BAR + 2 • PUNK ROCK FROM NY. HEAVY DEAD BOYS, 
RAMONES & SAINTS DAMAGE WITH BEER POURED ALL OVER IT. 

JOHNNY LEGEND: RUBBER ROOM • 
NIGHT OF THE SADIST • HAUNTING & TWISTED SONG ABOUT 
INSANITY WRITTEN BY PORTER WAGONER & PERFORMED BY A GUY 
WHO ACTUALLY PLAYED AT PANDORAS BOX. LTD EDT OF 1000. 

THE KINGS OF OBLIVION: DEATH MACHINE + 2 

MOTOR CITY '69 MEETS LA 78 IN DICK MANITOBA'S GARBAGE CAN. 

AXEL GRINDERS: APPARATUS OF LOVE • DON'T HURRY 
BE SAPPY • DEBUT DISC FROM NEW ZEALAND SCREAMERS. 
EMOTIONAL A SIDE W/ FEMALE VOCALS, SEVERLY LOUD B SIDE. 



CitC&t cCefatt.. .$3 



It was Huygens who also discovered that 
the cycloid is the tautochrone, or curve of 
equal descent. Imagine a marble rolling 
without friction down an inverted cycloid. 



ttot&iufy pointed 6lcte,...6MtfAfteaA 

First sing it in your normal voice and then higher, in your 
t * assumed ventriloquial voice. Then try one line in each voice. 

This song will give you very good practice with your labial ^ 

sounds. Don’t forget your mirror, but don’t rely on it too £ 

much. Ask someone to check whether your lips are moving ySV/ 
when you are away from your mirror. They may be. 


J U P A 



all very postpaid; make 
checks payable to JUPA 
RECORDS, Box 1243, 
Upland, CA 91785. 


SUPERDOPE #1 
still available for those who 
can handle it 

SUPERDOPE # i 


Spring 1991 Sfcutt $ 1.50 



CLAW HAMMER 

SONIC’S 

RENDEZVOUS 

BAND 

+ FLESHEATERS, RADIO BIRDMAN, 
RED TRANSISTOR, CHROME, & 

loads of reviews of today's "now" scene 


Issue #1 (Spring 1991): 

CLAW HAMMER interview, 
SONIC'S RENDEZVOUS BAND 
retro, + stuff on RADIO 
BIRDMAN, THE FLESH EATERS, 
RED TRANSISTOR, CHROME, a 
zillion THINKING FELLERS 
UNION reviews, and lots more. 
$1.50 (that's cheap, jackie!) 

check or m.o. to "Jay Hinman" 
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Deniz Tek & Angie Pepper 
interviewed 2/19/91 by Kim Cooper 


Radio Birdman should require no introduction. This is probably the most 
in depth interview Deniz and Angie have ever given. Dig it. 

SD: How do you feel today about the constant swell of interest in Radio Birdman and its spinoffs? 

DT: Well, in my life now I'm not really aware of it at all. It really doesn't enter into day to day life here. Nobody in Montana knows about 
Radio Birdman. I guess if I went back to Australia, I might be aware of the interest, from the book and the box set, but I really don't even 
think about it. It doesn't matter. Spinoffs? Well, I think the big thing about those spinoffs is that they're all trying to distance themselves 
from Radio Birdman. When Rob does gigs he gets young people that come up to the front of the stage that scream for Radio Birdman songs 
and request them, and he is totally frustrated by that. He’s been known to kick those people in the head. It's young kids that have never 
even seen Radio Birdman that are yelling these things out, and Rob Younger for one would like to totally distance that, and not have it be a 
part of what he’s doing now. I guess the only other ongoing concern is the Hitmen, and the Hitmen are not worried about it right now. They 
don't care about the Radio Birdman past. They’re happy to have been part of it; they don’t regret it; they've worked through all the trauma of 
being a post Radio Birdman band and now they're moving on into new territory. AP: Well the guys in the Hitmen like us enjoy 
relationships that are still ongoing from those days, and there's no reason to deny any of that stuff. 

SD: Are you resentful of the way things worked out for Radio Birdman, the way the band was mistreated? 

DT: Well, it comes with the territory. If you break new ground and do creative things there's always gonna be obstacles. And we regarded it 
not so much as people being mean to us, but like as if you're driving down a bumpy road or there's ice on the road or some obstacle in your 
way, and you figure out a way to get around it We didn't take it personally then and I don’t take it personally now. People that were 
problems were not regarded as people, they were just regarded as obstacles. AP: Well, Radio Birdman's music, and your attitude towards 
business and the industry was definitely seen as a threat by other musicians and the industry in Australia. You were obviously a force to be 
contended with, and that was going to threaten their little mediocre, mundane performance and existence, so you did evoke a lot of 
animosity from other people in the music industry. I didn't see that it affected you at all. DT: No, I guess I could count the times that I was 
personally effected by it on one hand. Red Symons calling me a Nazi in the Melbourne newspaper in his article—Red Symons is a guy outta 
Skyhooks that had a problem with me, accused me of Naziism, and that bothered me for a little while, only until I found out that it was not 
gonna be financially feasible for me to sue the guy, and when I found out I couldn't really do anything about it then I stopped thinking 
about it. That's the one thing that really comes to mind. AP: What about in the early days, when you guys first started and you'd play a gig 
at a club or a pub, and all your fans would turn up and the local clientele wouldn't like em? DT: They'd beat up on em. Bouncers would drag 
my girlfriend off the stage and throw her out the door. Yeah, that would get our hackles up. But only for a few minutes. We all just figured 
that we won most of those encounters, because we left the scene of those performances where we cleared the local clientele out of the pub, 
and our people were cheering, and we'd run out the back with our equipment, guarding the back of the van with mic-stands, with bouncers 
threatening to beat our ass, and take off, and it was like we'd robbed a bank or something. We'd go have a party and have a great night, and 
figured that we always won. We would never be asked back to play at that place again, of course, but it was like an outlaw existence. We 
didn't care what they thought about us, and we regarded every confrontation as a victory for us when we got out with all our equipment 
intact. The trouble with that is that you run out of places to play pretty quick, when you can never play in the same place twice. AP: I guess 
the bottom line is the music is always victorious. The audience that came to see you always went away happy. DT: Yeah, they knew that 
they'd seen Radio Birdman, and some of the people that were blasted out of the place knew that they'd seen something , and probably figured 
out later that it was something that they might wanna check out again, and would come back maybe at a later time. AP: I dunno. I don't 
think they'd wanna check it out again, they'd probably just now enjoy saying that they were there. (Laughs) They would never wanna go 
back again. DT: Maybe. 

KC: Are you glad to be getting recognition now for the work you did 15 years ago, or is it too late? 

DT: It’s in the past, but I see time as continuous. I think that whatever happens happens. It's not like it doesn't exist anymore just because 
now we're in 1991 and that was in 1976. It does , but it exists in another place on the time line. If you look at the dimensions of space, of 
time-space, time is just another axis of direction, and it's in another place, but it still exists. And of course those experiences affect me 
now, but it is in the past I'm in another place now. I’m doing different things now. And to be recognized for that happening really doesn't 
matter to me all that much. It matters only if it opens a door for me where I might get access to something based on that reputation that I 
wouldn’t get access to otherwise. Like if I get a chance to record in a good studio with somebody else putting the money up because I did 
that before and they liked it, that's a good effect of it. But other than that, it doesn't really matter, because what I do now is different. 
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KC: What do you think was the best thing you ever 
recorded or performed? 

DT: It's really hard to put one thing down and say that was the best 
recording. From each album there were a few good things...and a few 
bad things. Mostly good things. I think on the EP the thing I was most 
proud of was "Smith and Wesson". Then on the first Radio Birdman 
album, I really like "Maelstrom", and I always liked "Man With Golden 
Helmet". "Murder City" was good, too. "Anglo Girl" was good. I 
thought "Hit Them Again" wasn’t so good. And I didn't really like the 
version of "Monday Morning Gunk” that was on that album; I try to 
skip over that. I didn’t particularly like our version of "TV Eye" either. 
Looking at Living Eves , the things that are outstanding for me now are 
"Moving Change", "Hangin On" and "Didn’t Tell the Man”. I think 
those were the best things from that session at Rockfield. Most of the 
stuff since then hasn't really been released so people wouldn't know 
about it. AP: Well, it’s hard for me to really be objective and say "this 
is the best thing I ever recorded". I can just remember impressions of 
recording sessions, and I listen to the tapes and all that subjective 
emotional stuff comes into it. I enjoy and I like everything I've 
recorded. Mort [Andrew "Mort” Bradley] sent me a tape that I'd 
completely forgotten about, that was done, gosh, maybe back in 77 
with Rob Younger on drums, and Charlie Georgees from The Hellcats on 
guitar, and I think Steve Harris was there on keyboards, and Clyde 
Bramley on bass. It was "A Question of Temperature". Mort was going 
to school to learn how to do what he does now, and he asked us to come 
in so he could practise engineering. We recorded that song and it was 
great, and I’d forgotten all about that. But when I hear it now it's as raw 
as hell but it's great, it brings back all the good feelings about that 
time. The Passengers recording I really enjoyed. I loved being in the 
Passengers band, and I was leaving the band, so there was a really deep, 
heartfelt sincerity about what we were doing. It was all very vital and 
passionate at that session. DT: Do you remember about the Angie 
Pepper Band demos? AP: I remember with the APB sessions it was 
really hard to get into it. It just wasn't coming together. The songs had 
only been written six weeks prior to us recording them. The music was 
put together really fast. The band learned the songs in a coupla days and 
then bang! we did six or eight gigs, and it was all for the purpose of 
putting down an album. So the songs hadn't really worked themselves 
in; we knew them well, but it just hadn't taken on that personal 
character that's necessary for a good performance, in the studio anyway. 
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It was just really tough to get into it And then we said I could always 
take a break. Our friend Gabor Bunda was there in the studio, he was the 
only only other guy that was allowed in the studio when we were 
recording, and Deniz sent him out for a bottle of Slivovitz. (Laughs) He 
came back with a bottle of Slivovitz and we all drank it and it was magic 
from that moment on, it was great, it just came together so well. I 
remember seeing Gabor through the glass there where the console was 
just throwing his head back in ecstasy at what was going on. I love 
listening to that stuff, I really do. It s great. The gigs weren't as much 
fun as the recording session for the reasons that I’ve just explained, that 
the songs hadn't worked themselves into our souls yet. But they have 
since. The Houston tapes that I did after that, though, were APB songs 
and that was a lot of fun because we were back with Mort again. Mort’s a 
good friend from the past, and we were working with those session 
musicians that we didn’t know very well. But they all liked the music 
very much and we all became very close very quickly. It was enjoyable. 
The best recording session, or the best recorded performance I 
think...will be the next one. DT: The Radio Birdman album was 
recorded over about a year, here and there on weekends when we could 
get into the studio because we were only allowed to record when there 
weren't any paying customers coming in and the studio wasn't booked. 
Then they'd call us up, we'd come in, set up our stuff and record for a 
weekend, then we'd be out of there again for another two or three weeks. 
So that was over a whole year. Rockfield [where Living Eves was 
recorded] was a concentrated three week effort. AP: A lot of the 
atmosphere of that recording session was related in the book. What 
about the Visitors? DT: We set up everything like live, all the amps, 
set the drums up, got the mic up for the singer and just played our set, 
basically. One song after the other. We didn't do any extra takes. It was 
all done in one afternoon -demos- and later on that was released by 
Citadel as a record. But it was never meant to be a record, it was just 
demos. But out of that record I think there's a couple good 
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performances. I think I’d really like to go back to ’’Brother John". "Life 
Spill" came out good, and "Journey By Sledge". AP: A bit of trivia that 
isn't documented anywhere is that I'm singing on "Journey By Sledge" 
in the harmonies. It's not written on the album, but it was after a 
Passengers gig that they pulled me in to put harmonies on that. 

KC: Any memorable performances? 

DT: Radio Birdman played, it's estimated, over 300 gigs, and it's a blur. 
It really is a blur. I can remember scenes or flashes from things that 
happened but it's very hard to put a whole gig together in my memory. I 
think the ones that are really outstanding, well, I remember a whole 
bunch of gigs. Playing to twelve people at the Excelsior Hotel after 
moving the pool tables out, and out of those twelve people three of 
them are little old ladies that drink in the pub all day, and they're up 
dancing! The Funhouse, the Oxford Tavern, playing there and 
eventually getting crowds of 400 people in this small room where the 
physical structure of the building is literally shaking and we're 
wondering about the integrity of the structure and if there’s gonna be a 
disaster, multiple, mass casualty situation when the floor caves in. It 
was on the second story of this really old pub. Chris trying to throw his 
guitar out the vertical window of the Oxford and he's trying to throw his 
guitar out the window crosswise (Laughs) so it's not going out, and he's 
banging the peg-head and the back against the edges of this window, 
trying to throw it out. Visions of just mass roaring of the people, and 
being aware that not only the people in the Oxford, but all the way 
down the stairwell and into the street and down the sidewalk are all 
dancing to the music. Just an incredible power sensation of that Down 
in Melbourne playing at a pizza joint called Martini's where Rob dives 
off the stage and across a table full of—y’know, people are having 
drinks, and there’s these long tables oriented lengthwise from the stage 
back towards the back of the room and it’s all glass and bricks and real 
echo-y, and Rob just sliding on this table like if you dove onto some 
ice and slid on your stomach. And drinks and stuff, ashtrays, and lit 
cigarets are going in either direction like a bow-wake from this guy 
going over the edge of this table. (Laughs) And playing at Paddington 
Town Hall, another one, 4000 people show up, there’s just mass 
rioting. The only term you could put on it is rioting. And at the end of 
the show, the entire stage coming down, being tom down, collapsing, 
and amps coming down. When we went to England again it got really 
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small. We started playing small pubs again and not big concert halls. 
AP: But you had negative audiences then, didn't you? DT: Very 
negative. It was the immediate post-punk era. I think we started playing 
in England like January or February of 78, and so it was immediately 
after the punk craze had started to subside. And you had all these people 
wondering what the next thing was gonna be, but it wasn't gonna be us 
for sure because we were from Australia, and people in England have an 
inbred prejudice against Australians, so... But we did have, the first 
round of gigs in London, we had some converts, and at the Hope and 
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Anchor we had one great night were we did two encores, the only time 
in the band's existence where we ever did two encores. The band was 
really smokin’. This Hope and Anchor pub, a little tiny room cram- 
packed with people where the stage is on one end and the bar is at the 
back, and just wall to wall people. A dressing room off to the side of the 
stage. We were treated out, and the screaming and pounding and 
thumping, and they started thumping in unison, and the whole building 
started to shake. And we came out, played another song, went back and 
it just kept increasing, and we usually never did anv encores, but this 
night we did two. It just seemed appropriate, it was just such an intense 
response from these English London people who had up until now not 
seemed to like us or accept us. And there were a few good gigs also on 
that tour when we got out into Europe. In Brussels there was a good one, 
and out in the country, the black country of England: Leeds, Sheffield. 
They call it the black country because everything is black, from the 
industry. The trees, the grass, the buildings, everything is black. 
Playing in those pubs we had some really good gigs. But for us it never 
mattered that much whether the people liked it. I remember one gig 
down in Melbourne, we were down there the same time as Ted Mulry. We 
went to one of their enclaves; we played. Nobody there knew anything 
about us or liked us, and we cleared the place out except there was about 
ten people that liked the band that had come to this gig. And we were 
being booed, but we were playing great, and off each other. Me against 
Rob, Warwick and the song would be going on, there would be a melody 
line played by one guy, and then another guy, Chris would be taking 
another direction, Warwick would be going in another direction, the 
drams, and it was kinda like a loose tightness, everything was going in 
divergent directions, but somehow creating an entity that was just 
being formed on the moment. Improvisation I guess is what it was, but 
we liked it so much that we did another encore 'cause we were having so 
much fun even though everybody hated it and was booing us when we 
left the stage. AP: I didn't see any of the European legs of the Radio 
Birdman tour. I saw most of the ones in England, and it was really 
strange that most of the audience, all they wanted to see was stuff like, 
Sex Pistols or The Stranglers. It was like they had no ability to 
comprehend the music that Radio Birdman was putting out. They had 
cotton-wool in their ears or something. It was just really strange to see 
that reaction, when I had expected them to be a lot more receptive, but 
the last Paddington Town Hall gig that Radio Birdman did in Australia, 
that was really weird too because it was massive. It was like "this is the 
end of the Radio Birdman era in Australia" and there were thousands and 
thousands of people there and it was just craziness. It didn't make sense 
to me. The music was great, but from being in the audience it was 
completely different to what Radio Birdman had been, and it wasn't an 
enjoyable gig to be in the audience amongst all those crazy people. 
Friends of Radio Birdman found other places to be, out of the audience 
area, up on ledges halfway up the windows and three story high ceiling, 
and things like that, just places to get away from those people. But 
apart from that gig, that's the only one I remember that wasn't just 
spectacular. The gig was spectacular, but it was uncomfortable to be 
amongst that crowd. I remember the Oxford gigs where it was so hot 
you'd open the windows and climb out onto the corrugated iron roof. 
The Oxford Funhouse was on the second story of a two story pub, and 
all the pubs down there had these veranda-awning type things over the 
street. And the band would take a break and there’d be an onslaught of 
people diving through the windows, sitting on the corrugated iron, 
drinking their beer, trying to cool off. I remember sitting out there and 
looking down the street and seeing all the city lights and the cars 
passing by and just thinking "What a great life." (Laughs) "This is 
wonderful. What a wonderful way to spend your life." The gigs were 
fabulous, they were so full of new energy. It was just wonderful. We 
were really in the right place at the right time. My performances, 
Passengers. Every one of them was memorable. I don't have any 
memorable stories. I’m a very subjective performer. There was nothing 
extreme about any incidents that happened. The only thing that was 
extreme was the passion that we put into our performances. One gig 
that I remember was the second to last gig we did. It was a benefit, an 
anti-nuclear benefit. I would never do one of those now. I was young 
and foolish at the time. I’m not behind that at all. But other members of 
the band presented it to me. Jeff Sullivan had been asked to do it, and he 
put it to us, and it was like "This is our chance to play to thousands of 
people in a big hall and see what it’s like. It would be good for the band 
to try it." And from a musical point of view it was great It was just an 
excellent gig. We performed very well. We had a great sound on stage 
so that I could hear what everybody was doing really clearly. And I 
knew we had a great sound out front too. Yknow when you rehearse in a 
practise room and you have all the sound hitting you at the same time, 
individual instruments might not be as clear, but you do get all the 
sound. But it was just really good to be able to hear everybody playing 
clearly as well as they did. It was great. I sang very well at the time. It 
was thousands of people and now I remember seeing people from 
Midnight Oil and INXS and all these other bands that were industry 
bands there, because it was very much an industry gig. And I remember 
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seeing em all down at the front DT: Midnight Oil was always political. 
AP: Yeah, I know. DT: From the beginning. AP: I’ve never been 
political about music. I have my personal politics but I don t stick it in 
my music. I remember that gig because I saw all these people from 
different bands down the front and now the order has changed, 
everything’s different But that gig was great. But I...The Passengers 
was a very passionate (laughs), sensitive subject We were very young, 
and it was all very (laughs)... That was the Passengers. I always enjoyed 
the Passengers gigs, they were great 

KC: Which members of the old Sydney scene are you still 
in contact with? 

DT: Well, I’m obviously in contact with Chris Masuak, I've just 
finished recording an album with him down in Houston, Texas. Johnny 
Kannis is in that band, The Hitmen. Actually they call it Hitmen DTK 
because there's another band in either Portland, Seattle or Vancouver, 
somewhere up there that is The Hitmen, and they threatened to sue our 
Hitmen for using the same name. Of course our Hitmen have had that 
name for 15 years, but I guess we didn’t register it in the United States. 
So we're getting sued, they had to add something to it to make it 
different. And Mort was the producer and engineer of that album. He's 
from the old Melbourne scene really, not Sydney. Mike McMartin I 
have contact with because he administers my publishing. I have written 
letters to Rob within the last year which have been answered, and Rob 
sent me a copy of his latest album with the New Christs, so were in 
contact. We talk on the phone occasionally. Other band guys: Ron 
Keeley I talked to on the phone a couple of weeks ago, he was 
concerned that I might be over in The Gulf fighting and he called about 
that. We had a nice talk on the phone. Of course Vivien [Johnson, 
official Radio Birdman biographer]. Mark Sisto. I haven't heard from 
Warwick in a long time, about a year and a half, two years, but me and 
Warwick did completely patch up our friendship after the band, I have to 
say that. We've gotten together and talked everything out and got back 
to a basic friendship on that. So I guess that’s about it for me on the 
Sydney scene, what about you? AP: Well once every three or four 
months I ring up Jim Dickson who fills me in on what everybody's 
doing. And occasionally I call up Jeff Sullivan too. DT: Haven t heard 
from Steve Harris or Pip Hoyle for a long time. AP: No. But when we 
go back to Australia I always try to find as many people from those 
days as I possibly can because there were so many good friendships 
there. I mean just because people don't write to each other doesn’t mean 
that the friendship doesn't exist any more. There's so many good 
friendships and good experiences and memories there, I always try to 
find all my friends and catch up on what they’re doing. I like to find out 
that they're okay, just to make sure that life hasn't dealt them a bum 
hand. And it’s always good to see them. We always say well keep in 
contact. And we don’t write-I mean, I hardly even write to my parents, 
but it doesn't mean I don't love em anymore! We go back to Australia 
every two or three years, and that’s when we catch up on our friends. 
And there isn’t any of them that we avoid. I try to seek out as many of 
them as I can. DT: I think for me the most exciting thing is getting 
back together with Chris and working on recording. I just got back a 
week ago from Houston, but it turned out so well, I mean together we 
play so well, that I can imagine us forming a partnership on a lot of 
projects in the future. Really excited about that. And with Johnny as 
well, Johnny Kannis. 

KC: Any reactions to Vivien Johnson’s book about 

Radio Birdman? . ^ ,. 

DT: Well, ylcnow. I've got mixed feelings about it The first hall oi it 
to me was really entertaining. I enjoyed it, read through it really 
quickly. In a couple nights I was through the first half and I found it 
entertaining, humorous, good stories, basically the same positive, 
upbeat feeling that I had when I was there doing those things was 
brought back to me. The last part of the book was strange. I think that 
there's a lot of stuff said in there that's not true by some of the other 
guys in the band, and I know that they regret it now. AP: They're not 
outright lies, just their perceptions at the time. DT: WeU, yeah. There s 
real contradictions in the book. Anyone that reads it will see the 
contradictions in it. And people that said things now-at least some of 
them I know from having talked to them recently-regret saying those 
things. And realize that the things that they said were inaccurate. AP: 
There was a lot of heavy stuff going on, particularly when the band was 
in England, that doesn't come out in the book. It wasn't told to Vivien 
because it was just so personal that it just belongs to the members of 
the band. DT: Yeah, there's some things, some secrets that are still not 
told. AP: And it explains a lot of the problems that some of the 
members were having. It all becomes very clear when you have this 
information, but there's no reason why anybody else but the people 
concerned should have that information. So as a book it's just good 
reading. 


KC: What do you miss about the old days in Sydney? 

DT: It was a place and time where there were no boundaries on what you 
did. You could do things with very little money there because of the 
economy at the time. And that’s totally changed now. You didn’t need a 
lot of money to do creative things in music. And you could set things 
up and do them the way you wanted. There was very little crime or heavy 
interpersonal stuff going. If you avoided the inner city clubs like 
Checkers or The Whiskey-those two places were Mafia-controlled- 
other than that there wasn't much crime so you really weren’t that 
worried about getting beat up or maimed or killed. You could just be 
free. And that also relates to the time of a person's life. That was in my 
late teens, early twenties, and no family, no responsibilities. Virtually 
you could do anything. I had no problem with just taking off from 
Sydney and going down the coast to the Royal National Park and going 
surfing for three or four days at a time, or go fishing and then come 
back. It was just free and easy, and a really nice time. AP: You could go 
out and have fun without being on your guard. You could stagger home 
at four o’clock in the morning and not worry about whether you were 
going to be attacked. There were no obstacles to having fun. DT: Yeah. 
It was an ideal place and time that probably will never occur again. 



TV Jones, 1974 (Deniz Tek, center) 


KC: If you don’t mind naming names, what individuals do 
you think had the most to do with making your life 
hellish during the Radio Birdman days? 

DT: That question doesn't make any sense to me because my life was 
great during the Radio Birdman days. It was the best time I ever had. 
AP: Didn’t anybody give you any trouble at all? DT: Yeah, I had 
trouble, but it was turned around into being a positive. We thrived on 
trouble. Trouble was our bread and water. Great-trouble-great! Just 
increase the power and go on to the next thing. I guess the only time 
my life was hellish was in the last two months of the band's existence 
when Warwick wouldn't speak to me and wouldn't say "good morning" 
or "g'day” when you see him, when you go out of the hotel room and 
you get in the lift and go down, out in the street and put your stuff in the 
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van and say "Hi, how you doing today?" and the guy doesn't say 
anything. That was hellish. Other than that, it was a little bit hellish 
too to try to get Rob to be up for performances where he would be 
threatening to quit every day of the last two months. But other than 
that, I suppose what I’m saying is that we made life hellish for 
ourselves at the very end, but other than that no, it wasn't hellish, so I 
don’t have any problem with anybody. It was great. Best time I ever 
had. Yeah. 

KC: Do you want to tell your Seymour Stein and Iggy 
Pop stories? 

DT: [The Iggy stories are] all in the book. About us going to dinner 
with him and him sticking us with the bill and all that He probably 
also had some instruments stolen from our van that night The other 
Iggy Pop stories that I told you were probably second hand from Ron 
[Asheton], and I don't wanna really go into those because there’s an 
effort in the works right now for Ron and the Stooges to reunify and do 
an album and a tour. And I don’t wanna say anything in any media that 
would jeopardize that, because Ron really needs the money. There's 
some Seymour and Linda Stein stories in the book. Seymour, he’s a 
really unusual guy, I’m really ambivalent towards him. He has a dual 
personality, one being a real fan of rock and roll, and the other being a 
shrewd, ruthless businessman in the record industry. And he manages to 
balance this personality dichotomy. He started out as a messenger for 
Cashbox magazine, running errands and being a general gopher. The 
next thing I know about him is he was involved in Redbird and Roulette 
Records and had to do with major girl groups like the Chiffons and 
Shangri-Las and the Cookies and people like that. So he kinda clawed 
his way to the top, being just a fan, clawed his way to the top of the 
business. Sire Records. I spent some time at his place in New York just 
after Radio Birdman got signed to Sire. He had me over to his house, 
which is a town-house on Central Park West. And you go in there and 
it's wall-to-wall records, every wall of his house is 45s and albums, all 
indexed. Anything that was great that’s been recorded is in his house. 
He’s a short guy, drink a coupla cases of diet 7-Up every day, orders out 
for Chinese food and just talks about music. He gets into a frenzy about 
it. I played him, when I got there, a tape of our Paddington Town Hall 
concert, which was recorded on 16 track mobile truck parked outside, so 
it was a good, studio-quality tape of this live show. Played him "More 
Fun". It was a good "More Fun", and he started going into a frenzy and 
calling up record distributors all over the country, and holding the 
phone up to this boom box that he had playing "More Fun" and saying, 
"This is the next Danny and the Juniors," and how it was going to 
sweep the country and all this. He loves Elton John. Elton John is his 
favorite person in the world and he just constantly has dreams about the 
next Elton, the next Beatles, the next Rolling Stones and being part of 
it. But he manages his business terrible , and he has no problem with 
cutting people off, cutting your funds, leaving you stranded in a foreign 
country, all this other stuff. Having your great album in the can and not 
releasing it out of spite. So he's really got two sides, and his wife Linda 
really doesn't help at all. She’s a fairly malignant personality as far as 
I'm concerned. At that time she was the road manager of The Ramones, 
ex-school teacher, and just used to having her own way. And she didn't 
have her own way as far as relating to us went. He's just an interesting 
person. I'm very happy for him that he's got Madonna and he’s 
probably made a million dollars or more by now. But he won’t have 
anything to do with me anymore, and likewise. AP: Anyone else in 
your musical history that you have bad feeling towards? What do you 
have to lose? DT: Well that guy from Skyhooks that called me a Nazi, 
if I ever run into him he's gonna have some answering to do. He'll have 
to stand up for what he said and back it up; he won't be able to. There's 
been a lot of people who’ve derided me personally, guys like Nick 
Cave. I don't know em personally, I don't know why they have any bad 
feeling towards me. I suppose it's insecurity on their part. I’d be really 
not interested in pursuing that at all. I think if they ever encountered me 
in a social situation I probably wouldn't give them the benefit of the 
doubt. There's Michael Gudinsky from Mushroom Records. There's the 
guy, Glenn Baker, who used to manage Ol '55, I suppose he's probably 
a big-shot now. Y'know, all these people Ill just take em as they come 
if I run into them again. I don't think about em at all. As far as 
harboring bad feelings, I don't , because I don't think about them at all. 
AP: It seems like just after Radio Birdman broke up all these other 
bands, INXS and the DiVinyls, other bands filled the void that you guys 
left. There was a need for these bands to denounce Radio Birdman, to 
say "Radio Birdman had nothing to do with us. No, they didn’t open any 
doors for us at all and dunno anything about em, never saw em." And yet 
we've got photographs of you guys playing with Michael Hutchence or 
whatever his name is of INXS right down the front of the stage. It's 
obvious that you did have a tremendous impact on the Australian music 
scene. And it's really weird that these other bands have this need to 


denounce you as having no influence on them. I don't know why; 
they've no reason to be insecure about it. That's really something I 
don't understand because I don't know any other great band who has 
denied its influences. I mean The Rolling Stones are always talking 
about... DT: Muddy Waters, Chuck Berry, Eddie Cochran. AP: Yeah, 
it’s an obvious influence, not so much the music- DT: And we talked 
about our influences. AP: I mean their music isn’t like yours, but you 
certainly broke ground for them, and they don't have to give you credit 
for what they are, but it’s so strange that they would be so negative 
about you. I guess they still feel threatened. I suppose your popularity 
as the legendary Radio Birdman is shown the reason why. I dunno. Its 
just weird. 

KC: If you could bring any four people back from the 
dead for an evening, who would they be and what would 
you do? 

DT: Well, Td bring my two grandfathers back because I never got a 
chance to know em. I was a small child when they died and Td like to 
talk to them and find out about what they were like and something about 
my family history that they might know. I haven't had a very easy time 
tracking my family history. There's just not that much information 
available. So I'd like to talk to those guys. I suppose that leaves me 
with two other choices. I would take Jesus Christ; being the founder of 
Christianity, find out what he thought about it. And Benja min 
Franklin, being one of the founding fathers of the Unites States. And 
again what to do with them? Just sit and talk and get as much 
infoimation as I can. I think that probably for me the most important 
things in the last 2000 years were the founding of Christianity and the 
founding of the United States, and it would be a good idea to talk to 
guys that were in on it. To find out the inside story about that would be 
great. AP: Well Fd have a hard time calling back anybody I didn’t know 
or anyone who didn't have a personal affiliation with me- DT: Assume 
that they won’t be upset about it AP: It would be by invitation, and I 
don’t know that I could get what I wanted out of people that I called back 
if I didn't know them and they didn't know me. I would like to talk to my 
grandfather on my mother's side who I never met He died before I was 
bom. Id also like to talk to my grandmother who brought me up and 
died when I was in my early twenties. But even though she lived with us 
I didn't spend any personal quality time with her. She was just my 
grandmother that brought me up and I didn't really know her very well. I 
knew how she would personally react to my needs as her grand¬ 
daughter, but now that I'm a mother myself I'd like to talk to her more 
about what it was like for her growing up and the things that effected 
her. The other two people I'd like to bring back for one evening would 
be, no, not Elvis (Laughs), not Roy Orbison, although they're quite 
close. I would have loved to have met Roy Orbison before he died. I was 
very upset when he died. He's my favorite singer of all time. I'd bring 
back Peter MacLaine, who hardly anybody's ever heard of. He was my 
best friend during The Passengers time. He took a lot of photographs of 
The Passengers. He died a couple of years ago from a ruptured aneurysm. 
We were very close during The Passengers days, and contacted each 
other about once a year since I left Australia. But he died suddenly and I 
would like to see him again. There were lots of things we had to talk 
about that we didn't get a chance to. And the other person is Ian Krae, 
who is the only other person of my generation who was a personal 
friend of mine who's died, and I guess nobody likes it when people they 
know die. I'd like to talk to him again. 

KC: What have you been reading lately? 

AP: Well a couple of weeks back I was reading "Will" by G. Gordon 
Liddy, and now I'm reading "Clear and Present Danger", Tom Clancy. I 
read a lot of children’s books to my kids. I try to read the front page of 
the newspaper once a day. (Laughs) I read the "Conservative Chronicle" 
and I read the world news from "The Wall Street Journal". Deniz reads a 
lot of publications and finds a lot of interesting articles. He'll find 
articles that he thinks’ll be interesting to me and give them to me. 
What have you been reading, Den? DT: I just finished reading "North to 
the Pole" by Will Steger. That's just a narrative account of an 
expedition to the North Pole by dog-sled where they were trying to 
recreate what Admiral Pearey claimed to have done in 1909, to reach the 
Pole by dog-sled without re-supply. And so they tried to do that: take 
off by land over the arctic ice and reach the Pole without any re-supply. 
That was a good book. They ran into a lot of personal problems along 
the way. You might expect that with any extreme performance venture. 
In some ways it reminded me of being in the band on tour, some of the 
things that they ran into personally. Several other books too. I usually 
have about six books on my nightstand and I read em all at the same 
time. "Anna Karenina" I'm going through again, about halfway through 
that. A book called "Fork-tailed Devil" which is about the P-38 
Lightning. "Grizzly" by—I can't remember the author's name—a guy 
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around the turn of the century who spent his life stalking grizzly bears 
without a gun, tr ailin g them and observing their habits. And a book 
called "And Brave Men Too" which is an account of Congressional 
Medal of Honor winners in Vietnam. And I read "National Review" 
when it comes ouL 

KC: Could you outline your movements since leaving 
San Diego? What kind of medical cases do you handle 
now, and how is it different? 

When I was in San Diego I was in the Navy, working at a Navy 
hospital. I was gonna get out of the Navy after that. I was faculty in a 
residency program, teaching residents how to be emergency 
physicians. And after that I was ready to get out of the Navy, but I got 
an offer to be Brigade Surgeon for the Marine Corps for the 4th Marine 
Brigade, and decided to do that job for another couple of years. So we 
went to Norfolk, Virginia and I had this administrative job as the 
surgeon for a brigadier general of the Marine Corps. The brigade that I 
was with had its area of responsibility in Northern Europe and in the 
Caribbean and Central America, so I spent a lot of time traveling to 
those places and doing planning for evacuating war casualties from 
those places. After two years of doing that I had spent a lot of time 
away from home. I got out of the Navy and we moved to Billings, 
Montana. I'm working as a physician in an emergency department here 
in a hospital. And I’m the director of a flight program here as well. 
What kind of medical cases do I handle now? Anything that comes in 
the door. It could be major road trauma, gunshot wounds, heart attack, 
stroke, bleeding pregnant women, small babies with bad infections, 
down to things like sprained ankles and sore throats. Basically 
anything that comes in. Those are the kind of cases. YTcnow in 
Montana there’s a lot less AIDS-related illness, and a lot less crime- 
related injury. There’s not so much penetrating trauma. It's more blunt 
trauma from road accidents and motorcycle accidents, and in Montana 
you're ten times more likely to be seriously injured by a horse than you 
are by a motorcycle. So the spectrum of trauma is different, or the 
mechanism of injury is different, but the kind of cases are pretty much 
the same. We treat a lot of Indians from the Reservation. A lot of our 


penetrating trauma comes from there. As far as drugs, really the only 
thing up here is alcohol, and some of the Indians are into paint- 
sniffing. But I’ve been here for over a year now, and I have not treated 
one heroin overdose or one major complication of cocaine in the whole 
time I've been here. And every other place that I’ve worked-San Diego 
or Norfolk or Portsmouth—it was a daily occurrence that I would treat 
these things, and AIDS. But in Montana it's not like that at all. That’s 
one of the reasons why we moved here. AP: How does it differ from 
your experiences in San Diego? Say a little bit about that. You’ve got 
more time now. DT: Yeah, well, I’m working twelve hours at a time, ten 
or eleven times a month, so I have a lot of days off, a lot of time for 
other things. A lot more spare time. Over the last year or so I've done 
some fishing, some camping and mountain bike riding, skiing, tennis. 
More recently music. Been writing some songs lately. Put a home 
studio together in the basement to be able to make demos and write 
songs. I’m spending a lot more time with the children than I used to, 
just doing things with them. I took up bow-hunting, and so I’m 
shooting bow and arrow and things like that. AP: You've found people 
to play with too, haven't you? DT: Yeah, well, I've met a few people. I 
met a drummer that owns a music store called Bohemian Music named 
Francis. I’ve jammed with him a few times. There's a guy here also that’s 
a DJ called The Mystery Guest (Laughs)-we can't say his name, it's a 
secret-but we have jammed with him too. AP: He plays great stuff on 
his radio show. DT: Yeah, he has a great radio show every Friday night 
from 10 to 11:30. AP: He plays stuff we've never heard before. DT: 
Yeah, he’s our source of inspiration. And he's also a good guitar player. 
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KC: How old are your kids now, and what are their 
interests? 

DT: Max is three, and he is interested in airplanes, cars and trucks, 
watching cartoons on TV. AP: Buttons. DT: Yeah, hes into any 
mechanical device and likes to turn it on or turn it off. Whatever state 
it's in he manipulates it into the opposite state, either on or off. AP: 
He's broken every piece of mechanical equipment that we've put within 
his reach. Tape recorders, record players, just if he can get ahold of it 
it's just- DT: Gone. AP: It's gone. (Laughs) He just plays with it until 
it's dead. DT: He’s a good boy. Hana is our daughter, she's six. She 
knows how to read now and is practising that. She's a good artist, a 
visual artist, with drawing and painting. That's probably her main 
interest. She also likes music and dancing. She takes tennis lessons 
twice a week. Dancing. She's real social. She likes to have friends over 
all the time. AP: She will find common ground with anybody she 
meets; she's very social, a very friendly person. Very sensitive, too. 
She always has been. She has what I think is a unique ability to 
empathize with other people's feelings. She revealed this as early as the 
age of one and a half. She’s a very sweet girl. The children are 
wonderful. 

KC: Tell us about Orphan Tracks and the Passengers 
collection. 

DT: Well, Orphan Tracks, these guys from Revenge Records in France- 
Bemard Masanes and Jean-Marc Folliet came to my house in Norfolk 
and they basically looked through my collection of old tapes and 
wanted to know whether they could take some tapes and release em. I 
had some old stuff that was basically out-takes, demos, home 
recordings, stuff that you would never expect to be released on a record. 
They were willing to leave me some money and take some stuff and 
release it. And at the time I was- AP: Why not? DT: Yeah. I was of the 
mind that my career had pretty much finished and I wasn't gonna really 
be doing anything else, so I was happy to have them clean out my 
closet and release all this stuff. And they took it and released it. "ACM" 
and "Big Ride" and "Steel Beach" were recorded in I think 1985, in 
Hawaii. "ACM" is a fighter song-I wrote it for the squadron that I was 
in at the time, just kinda like a party song for the squadron. "Big Ride" 
was supposed to be a theme for a movie. These were recorded at home on 
a 4-track porta-studio with a drum machine. Other songs on there were 
basement jams with friends, and then there was Houston-I think 6 
songs on it were from Houston, where we recorded demos with Angie 
and some session people. AP: The Passengers tape was a demo tape. 
We already knew we were breaking up. I was going to go over to the 
States to join Deniz. And we'd put some money aside from our gigs and 
Jim said, "Well let's get all our originals down and make a demo tape 
and see what happens." So that's what we did. We weren't gonna sell it 
or try and fish it around to any recording studio, it was pretty much for 
our own benefit as a memory of our songs. DT: One thing to remember 
about that it was mastered from a very rough cassette copy, because the 
original master tape was lost, and— AP: Stolen. DT: Well, yeah, lost 
or stolen. We really don’t know what happened to it, it was gone. But 
Revenge wanted to put it out anyway, even from a very rough, old 
cassette, so the fidelity's terrible, but you can still hear that it was 
great. 

KC: What about the Angie Pepper Band sessions? Will 
those recording ever be released? 

AP: After I left The Passengers, I went to the States to join Deniz and we 
were in Detroit for a year. Then we both went back to Australia for six 
months. During the last half of that six month period, Deniz did the 
New Race tour. Before Ron Asheton and Deniz Thompson came over to 
do the New Race tour, Deniz and I put together the band with Clyde 
[Bramley] and Ivor [Hay] and Steve [Harris]. And for want of a better 
name it was the Angie Pepper Band. The idea was just to perform the 
songs that Deniz had written in the mean time, that he’d written for me. 
We did about six or eight gigs, I think, in Sydney, as the preliminary to 
doing an album. Trafalger was gonna put out this APB album, kind of a 
forum for me. And then we did the gigs and they were great gigs, and we 
did the recording and it was a great recording. It was only supposed to 
be demo tapes, supposedly prior to recording the album. In the 
meantime, Deniz and I got married and somehow Trafalger Studios found 
out that Deniz and I were married and were very much aware of the fact 
that Deniz was going back to the United States. And they put 29 and 
132 together and worked out that I would be joining Deniz in the States, 
and there goes there product, which is very short-sighted of them, 
considering this age of technology we’re living in. When they found 
out that Deniz and I were married and that Deniz was going back to the 
States, and they assumed that I would be going back with him, they 
dropped the whole thing. I was fully prepared to stay and fulfill my 
commitments, and there was no reason why I couldn't perform in the 
States or in Australia under the Trafalger label. But I guess they got 
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paranoid about it So they dropped the project And all we had was the 
demos. We still have the demos in tape form. I don't know if Trafalger 
have them in master form. They were the ones that lost track of the 
Passengers tape for me, although the Passengers tape was recorded at 
Palm Studios. When I left Australia I left the Passengers tapes with 
Mike McMartin for safe keeping and he lost track of em. I don’t know if 
the APB tapes in master form exist or not We will re-record those 
songs, those songs will come out I dunno what will happen about that 
actual session, though. DT: Anyway, the demo tape, does belong to 
Trafalger, and I'm pretty sure they wouldn't allow that to be licensed to 
Revenge or anybody else. But the songs, the song copyrights are mine, 
and I could re-do em if we want to. 

KC: Are Revenge Records interested in putting out any 
new material you might present them? Any plans to do 
so? 

DT: They're probably interested in doing it. I know that they would. 
And that's probably a good fallback position if we don't achieve any 
better deal. I think that it'd be premature to say that new material would 
be on Revenge. It's like anything else. If you buy a new car you would 
look around and get the best deal that you could. Same thing with new 
material that we're gonna do. We’ll see. If Revenge has the best offer, 
then well go with Revenge in Europe. If not, well go somewhere else. 
Revenge hasn’t got any market in America, Australia, New Zealand or 
Japan, so, in any case we'd be going with other labels in those places. 
AP: We've had a good relationship with the guys from Revenge in the 
past. They've put out stuff that other records companies weren't 
interested in. They've been very good about royalties. It has been a 
really good relationship. And personally it’s been a good relationship, 
too. Jean-Marc and Bernard have been good friends of ours. The 
relationship will continue, but our relationship with them doesn't 
exclude any business dealings we might have with other record 
companies or vice versa. DT: Yeah, I agree with that I really like those 
guys, and they're doing a wonderful thing putting this old stuff out that 
would never otherwise see the light of day. Good people. 

KC: What are your impressions of The New Christs and 
The Screaming Tribesmen? Died Pretty? Eastern Dark? Do 
you generally keep informed about new stuff coming out 
of Australia? 

DT: When I was in Houston with The Hitmen last week I asked those 
guys about what was going on and they said that the best bands were the 
Screaming Jets, which were young guys outta the western suburbs of 
Sydney, and that there was a band called the Lost Boys that were pretty 
good. I dunno anything about The Eastern Dark. I have one of their 
albums that I’ve never broken the cellophane on, so I recognize the 
name but I've never heard em or heard of em. Died Pretty and the 
Screaming Tribesmen: people have sent me the records and I've listened 
to em...once, and that's it. The songs really didn't do anything for me. I 
recognize that the playing, technically, is good, but I don’t think the 
songs were very good. And I only put a record on twice if I'm compelled 
to, and in this case I wasn't compelled to. The New Christs? I've had 
some singles come over, I've listened to those, and this latest album—I 
did listen to that more than once. Some of the songs on that really did 
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grow on me. "Burning of Roms” in particular I thought was a really 
good song. But I've never seen the band live. Maybe I will when I go 
over there this summer. AP: The only time we really find out about 
what’s going on in Australia is when we go down there. I mentioned 
before, our friends down mere, we don't write very much, they don’t 
write very much. Occasionally we make phone calls, but when we do we 
don’t talk about other bands that are going on, doing stuff down there. 
So it’s only when we go down there that we find out from the 
newspapers and other people in the industry that we come across about 
what's actually going on musically down there. Unless someone sends 
us and album, and it’s always on a personal basis. 

KC: What do you think is the biggest misconception 
people still have about Radio Birdman? 

DT: Well, I dunno. Nobody talks to me about Radio Birdman, so I don't 
know what their misconceptions are. I don't, I really don't know. I 
think if anybody read that book, there’s a lot of contradictions in the 
book, and that might be a source of misconceptions, but... AP: You 
gotta keep in mind that Deniz has been outta Australia for ten years , and 
during that time he’s been in the military flying jets, and he’s been in 
the medical community, and now we're up here in Montana. Radio 
Birdman in Australia is a far cry from those areas, so it's not like he’s 
bombarded with autographs or radio interviews. He's been called up for 
a few radio interviews, but we're not very much aware of what's going 
on in Australia or outside of the United States as far as Radio Birdman is 
concerned. DT: Yeah, or even in the big cities of the United States, LA, 
New York, y'know where people are who know about Radio Birdman. 
There's no contact with it any more. AP: And we don’t go around 
looking for people that have heard of Radio Birdman; we’re just living 
our lives. New things. 

KC: Angie, who are your influences? What are your 
favorite songs? 

AP: I don't have any musical influences that dictate to me where my own 
musical writing is to go. I don’t know where that comes from; that 
comes from somewhere that’s unconscious. I have music that I enjoy 
listening to that I will turn on and, when the kids aren’t in need of me 
Til dance around the house and sing along to the stuff. It might have a 
subconscious influence in the music that I write, but it’s nothing 
conscious. I like listening to Malathim and the Mahotella Queens, a 
South African group. I really like "Talk is Cheap", Keith Richards’ 
album. I like Billy Idol’s latest album. I love Roy Orbison. Til put on 
the Traveling Wilburys. I don't like anv music that I see on MTV; I hate 
it always . I listen to a lot of country music 'cause it’s the best thing on 
the radio. In between 10 AM and 12 Ill turn on the news radio station 
and listen to Rush Limbaugh because he's really entertaining. And I'd 
say he was a philosophical influence for me. I admire that guy a lot. 
There are obscure records in the past, like Diane Renay. She has a 
fabulous voice. I love her songs. Nobody influences in my singing 
style and the things I write I think, except Deniz, because I do it with 
him, so...and my children. My life, my immediate life, is my greatest 
influence. 

KC: What other bands were you in besides The 
Passengers and The Angie Pepper Band? 

AP: When I was ten years old the girl across the road from me, Jill Cann 
and I used to go round the neighborhood and sing Christmas carols and 
collect money for the Smith family. Then I went into high school and I 
got together with five other girls--three of us played guitar—and played 
folky type songs and did school performances. When I left school I got 
together with another two guys to play guitar, and we used to play at the 
Newcastle University, old English type folk songs. Then I went to art 
school, and to make my way through school I joined a blues band as 
their singer, and got $10 a night on Fridays and Saturdays, and that paid 
for my art equipment and my parents paid my $6 a week rent in a house 
up on the beach that I lived in. I always enjoyed singing, but up to that 
I'd never really enjoyed the bands that I was in. I went down to Sydney, 
met people from Radio Birdman and friends. Didn’t do any singing for a 
couple of years. Then did a guest-spot with The Hitmen when Radio 
Birdman was taking a break from performing in Sydney. That was the 
next time I sang. And then after I came back from England I put The 
Passengers together, with Jim Dickson and Steve Harris and Jeff 
Sullivan. Then after that the next move was over to the States and the 
next band I played in was the band that Deniz had put together on the 
ship, when he was with the Marines. We got together in the 
Philippines and played at the Brown Fox. My next band after that was 
the Houston recording session. It wasn't really a band , just a recording 
session. That’s about it. Oh, wait a minute! When we were back in 
Hawaii, Deniz had another band that we put together and played a couple 
of military dances, and I sang in that. I missed out The Passengers and 
The Angie Pepper Band, but you know all about that. 


KC: Do you have any plans to sing again, and do you 
write songs? 

AP: I always sing. Plans to sing again professionally, yeah. Deniz and 
I have got plans in the works that we’re not gonna talk about now, but 
they’re good ones. We have a recording studio in our basement that’s a 
great venue for us to work on new songs. We’ve got a lot of new songs. 
Yes, I write songs. Prior to this year I’ve written a lot of lyrics. During 
The Passengers days it was very much a combined effort between the 
band, everybody contributed lyrics and music and it was really pretty 
much an equal effort there. And prior to this year I’ve written a lot of 
words, as I said. This year, now that we’ve got the recording studio here 
and Deniz is down there all the time playing, he gives me ideas, I give 
him ideas. We're working together very well now. And the result of that 
will be apparent in our next album, which should be out next year. 
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KC: Could you give us your brief impressions of the 
following people as you knew and/or know them? Rob 
Younger? 

DT: Always been a good friend to me. Idealistic. AP: "Always been a 
good friend. Idealistic" This is it? DT: This is brief now. AP: Brief? 
OK. (Laughs) How can you be brief about...? I lived with Rob for three 
years. DT: I lived with him for five years. AP: We know him very well. 
Very complex person. You can’t give a brief impression of him. I love 
him very much. He’s...tendency to be paranoid...Tremendous amount of 
potential that will never be realized because of his own paranoia. 

KC: Chris Masuak? 

DT: Great guitar player. Great friend. Wonderful, unique person. AP: I 
have never seen Chris angry or upset about anything. DT: I have. AP: 
Yeah, you might have, but in all the years that I've known Chris he 
might’ve walked out of a band session, that it might have been hellish 
or whatever arguments or whatever went down, he’d walk out And if I 
was there with a smile, he’d be there with a smile too. DT: The only 
time I've seen him angry is when he didn’t achieve what he wanted to 
achieve on guitar and he had to do it over again several times. AP: My 
best memory of Chris is that he got up and played with The New Race a 
few times when they were on tour down in Australia, and I was in the 
back in the dressing room while he was getting ready to go on stage and 
do a few songs. And for every gig that The New Race did in Sydney, 
Chris would be backstage with his little Ampeg, playing along to every 
song. And I remember being back there with Chris just prior to his 
chance to get on stage with those guys, and there would be this glow in 
his face for the whole time. He was so happy to be there. And that's how 
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I remember Chris. This guy playing guitar with a great big grin on his 
face. He really loves to play music, and he’s so good at it This is where 
he belongs. DT: Me and Chris are like, I think, brothers in music. Our 
styles fit together hand in glove, and also as a person, he’s like a 
brother. AP: There really is a magic that comes across when you and 
Chris play together. DT: Yeah. 

KC: Warwick Gilbert? 

DT: Warwick, hot and cold. He can be the greatest friend or he can be 
real cold. Personally he’s difficult to be with really long-term. Short¬ 
term can be great. He’s got very deep musical roots and he's a great 
player, there's no doubt about that... I’m glad that I made up with him 
after the Radio Birdman business, after he had his big, I guess you’d 
have to call it a breakdown. And we've gotten back together since then 
and it’s been OK. AP: I think for Warwick Radio Birdman was a source 
of pleasure and pressure for him, and being close to the band and not 
being part of the pressure for him we had a good relationship. 

KC: Pip Hoyle? 

DT: Like a saint Self-sacrificing and a brilliant musician. Very good 
friend. Never a problem with Pip. He was always the problem-solver 
rather than the guy that created the problem. AP: Great friend. (Laughs) 
I mean, you ask us for these brief impressions of these people that have 
touched us deeply and personally. It's really hard to do. You can’t say 
anything bad about them, and your mind is flooded with all these 
different ideas about them. And you can't do it briefly. DT: I can tell 
you that whenever there was an argument between two guys in the band, 
Pip would always go to one guy and then go to the other guy. He was 
like a negotiator, he would be a peace envoy and try and figure out a 
settlement that would be a win-win situation for anybody that was 
involved in the dispute. He was a real peacemaker, that guy. AP: Pip s 
living in Taree now. He works very hard as a country doctor, there. He’s 
got a wonderful wife, she really is a beautiful woman, and he’s got two 
great little boys. DT: Brats. AP: (Laughs) They're not brats! They’re 
little country boys, y'know, rough as heck. 

KC: Ron Keeley? 

DT: Ron Keeley was always the oldest guy in the band, and he always 
had some philosophy or wisdom to impart about whatever situation we 
were in. I thought he always regarded us as naive, and he knew the 
answers. But his answers only ever got us so far, and they never got us 
to exactly where we wanted to be. He never quite got there with his 
philosophy. But he was pretty wise, and I think that we would have 
done well to have listened to him more back in those days than we did. 
He's a really good guy. Good friend. I just wish that I was living in 
proximity with him now so that we could get together more often. I 
think being two old men we could probably sit around and look at the 
horizon and have interesting discussions. AP: Well you've both got 
military experience now, that gives you some common ground too. 
DT: Yeah, we’ve got a lot of common ground. I would like to get 
together with Ron again. 
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KC: John Needham? 

DT: I knew John before I was in any of these bands. He was a 
mathematics student at the University and in those days you had houses 
that were divided up into rooms, and each guy had a room and then you 
shared to kitchen and the bathroom. John was in this house where I 
was. When I met him he was interested in Frank Zappa and Captain 
Beefheart, and when Radio Birdman finally got together and happened 
he was kind of a confidante and a friend of mine. And has been up until 
now. He's got his own record company now. He’s managing Died 
Pretty. And he’s doing his own thing. I haven't heard from him for a 
couple of years. Brief impression: cynical. AP: (Laughs) "Brief 
impression: cynical”. But back in the early days. Radio Birdman days 
and post-Radio Birdman days when he was controlling the Citadel 
label, he was a very positive person who enjoyed what we considered to 
be the good things in life. DT: Yeah, he likes to wear Hawaiian shirts. 
(AP laughs) Flack jackets. Likes to make tacos, drink beer. AP: Likes 
people to laugh. DT: Likes to watch Hawaii 5-0 on TV. AP: Stuff like 
that. I dunno what life has done to him now. We haven't heard of or 
from him for several years. 

KC: Ron Asheton? 

AP: Uncle Ronnie. DT: Uncle Ron is totally positive. No matter 
whatever happens to him he maintains a positive attitude. He is always 
involved in schemes which go bad: Stooges, Destroy All Monsters, 
you name it, he's involved in it and it ultimately fails. But he always is 
positive about it and looks to the next thing. And is bright about the 
future. Right now he’s making triple-D grade horror movies in 
Michigan, and he’s back in a band with Niagara again called Dark 
Carnival, with Scott Asheton on drums and some other people that I 
don’t know. I talk to him at least once a week on the phone. He’s like an 
uncle to our kids. He sends them presents and he visits us probably 
once every year or so and stays for about a week. He’s kind of like an 
uncle in our family. AP: Yeah, apart from music he's a military 
enthusiast. He’s a pilot that never got his wings, so to speak. And 
Deniz and Ron talk frequently on the phone about the military and the 
Marines and the war and all that stuff. His father was a pilot. 

KC: Dennis Thompson? 

DT: I really don’t know enough about him to comment. In the band [he 
was a] real positive, go-getter type. He struck me as a kind of a 
streetwise businessman/con artist type that is always looking for the 
next thing to happen. I'm pleased to have known him. I admire his 
music. But that’s about all I can say. AP: Nice guy. Hustler. DT: 
Hustler, that’s it. AP: Has to be told which women are married, stuff 
like that. 

KC: Fred Smith? 

DT: Fred Smith is kind of a social retard. He’s real quiet, withdrawn. 
Barely relates to people. But obviously he’s a brilliant guitar player. 
Always good to me. Invited me to play on stage with him in his band 
several times and [I] just enjoyed knowing him. He and Ron don’t get 
along well at all. And so when those guys are together in the same room 
it’s always kind of difficult But Fred is...real different, but I think he’s 
an OK guy. 

KC: Steve Harris? 

He was in both my band and Angie's band. In fact he used to play bass 
in my band and play keyboards in Angie's band, often on the same 
night, in different locations. A guy that could play any instrument. 
Enthusiastic kinda guy. He was a young high school kid that was a fan 
of Radio Birdman in the early days and then went on to do other things. 
We like him. I would never hesitate to work with him in the future. He’d 
be real handy to have in a band because he can hear harmonies and he 
can play by ear just about anything. AP: Steve Harris was the little 
brother I never had; I love him. 

KC: Jim Dickson? 

AP: I know him much better than Deniz does. I met Jim Dickson when 
The Passengers were getting together and Clyde Bramley was gonna 
play bass for The Passengers, but The Other Side had asked Jim Dickson 
to be their bass player, and Jim was tied up with The Survivors up in 
Brisbane, couldn't get down fast enough for The Other Side. So they got 
Clyde on bass. Jim turned up down in Sydney expecting to play with 
The Other Side and his job had been taken. Nowhere to go, no one to 
play with, so he moved into our house. And we were looking for a bass 
player, so he joined us. And it was magic ever since. Jim's a great 
person. Always tremendously friendly, helpful person. He’ll do 
anything for anybody. He has huge hands that can cover the span of a 
bass-neck so well. He’s a great bass player. I talk to him as often as I 
can afford to. Just totally positive person. Loves music. Big fan of The 
Who. The Who’s his big band in his influences. 
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KC: Mark Sisto? 

AP: (Laughs) How can you be brief about Mark Sisto? (Laughs) DT: I 
can be real brief about Mark. It’s well-covered in the book, so excerpt 
that ! 



W/ Mark Sisto, The Minister Of Defense 


KC: John Kannis? 

DT: Kannis started off as a fan of the band when he was in high school. 
He was a good friend of Chris, in fact I think they were in the same class 
at school, and so they came to the band together. And Kannis used to 
help us out all the time. He used to carry equipment, help the band get 
set up and things like that. We had him MC. He used to rent a tux and 
MC for the band. Later formed The Hitmen, and since then he's just 
continued on in music. He's never changed. Y'know, I saw him last 
week and that was the first time I’d seen him in about ten years, and he's 
still exactly the same. He has a Radio Birdman logo tattooed on his 
arm. The only person that ever had the logo tattooed on them was not 
in the band, but it was John Kannis. He goes by the nickname "Zeus". 

KC: Ron Peno? 

AP: I don’t know him. (Laughs) DT: I know him. AP: Got drunk and 
went berserk a few times, that's all I know (Laughs) about the guy. DT: I 
only knew him for about a year. He was the singer in The Hellcats, and I 
thought he was pretty good. He had a reasonable voice and certainly 
tried hard. He was often on the obnoxious side, and I think this related 
to him getting drunk and his bisexuality coming out when it wasn't 
really called for, or wanted. And...you sometimes had the feeling you 
had to beat the guy back with a stick. I think he really means well, and 
he’s a very good person at heart. I've nothing against him. Wish him 
Well. yj 

KC: Which groups do you think were the greatest punk- 
era bands in England, Australia and America? 

DT: Y’know, you could take this question two ways. You can take it 
number one what were the greatest punk bands in those places, and the 
easy answer to that is none of them, because I don't like any punk 
bands. The other answer to that is what were the best bands in that era, 
and to me the punk era is 1976 through 1978. After 78, punk was 
virtually dead as far as I'm concerned. The best bands then in England 
would have been, for me. The Rolling Stones and I used to like also a 
band that we saw live over there called The Confederate States of 
America. The lead singer played a Gretsch Chet Atkins guitar, had big 
Buddy Holly type glasses, and they did mostly cover versions, but they 
were really good. In America in those days Blue Oyster Cult, Sonic's 
Rendezvous Band. And in Australia Radio Birdman was the only show 
in town. Post 1978 you had other good bands: Visitors, Lipstick 
Killers, Passengers, Other Side. But in the punk era. Radio Birdman is 
all you had in Australia. AP: Yeah, that's right. I'd like to add the 
Mangrove Boogie Kings. They were good in the post Radio Birdman 
days. They were a rockabilly band. 

KC: Deniz, how did you find America changed when you 
returned from Australia 10 years ago? 

DT: The hippie craze had degenerated into drugs and crime. I mean not 
LSD and marijuana, but cocaine and heroin. And the Carter regime was 
coming to an end, and the Reagan regime was just starting, so there was 
a big political turn around. People felt better about the country. I 


missed all the Carter years anyway, but when I left America to go to 
Australia, Nixon was the president, and when I came back Carter was 
going out and Reagan was coming in. It was a big upswing. So I came 
back at a good time. AP: How old were you when you left America to go 
to live in Australia? DT: I was either eighteen or nineteen. AP: And 
what kinds of things were you doing before you left to go to Australia? 
DT: Same. I was a University student and I was playing music. No 
different. I was a big fan of Alice Cooper and The Bonzo Dog Band 
when I left 

KC: Have you ever had an American patient or other 
hospital contact recognize you and enthuse about Radio 
Birdman? 

DT: Yeah, I have. The one guy that comes to mind is Brian Weitz. He's a 
doctor in Billings that was in the hospital I was working in...he 
recoginized me from the album covers. 

KC: I know much of your equipment was stolen a few 
years back. What have you replaced it with? 

DT: Got, just last Christmas I got ahold of some new stuff that put 
together enough of a studio to make demos. I got this stuff at a place in 
Salt Lake City, and I got some of it down in San Francisco. Tascam 688 
8-track recorder, ART SGE Mach II effects processor, Electrovoice 
RE20 mics, a Yamaha RX5. That's the basic guts of it. 

KC: And finally, in keeping with the 16 magazine feel, 
please describe your dream date! 

AP: I never read that magazine. DT: I never read that magazine either, 
but I guess my dream date would be for me and Angie to go down to the 
Caribbean and spend a couple days without the kids and rest. Down to 
an island, just rest on the beach. What about your dream date? AP: 
Yeah, ditto. (Laughs) That would be my first choice. If I couldn't get 
that I'd opt for a weekend alone with no interruptions except from 
Deniz, I guess. 




with support bind 

3 Sat. Nov. 6 th, Hurstville Civic Centre 

4 fri. Nov. 12th, Corrimal Community Hall 

with support band 
s Sat.Nov.t3th, Bondi lifesaver 
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SPROTON LAYER 7" 

Recorded in 1969/70 when Roger Miller was an MC5- 
worshipping teen punk in Ann Arbor—surprisingly right-on 
headstrong ROCK that varies in approach on all 3 tracks. A 
healthy dose of amaturism masquerading as a tripped-up 
thinking man's Syd Barrett-era Pink Floyd lends "Lost Behind 
Words" some major oomph & it has a great abrupt end to boot I 
can even recommend the song entitled "Jam From Outer Space" 
w/ a somewhat straight face. What would Lester Bangs have said 
had he known this was going on in his backyard, I guess we'll 
never know. (New Alliance) 

LOVE CHILD "Okay?" LP 

Not really sure at times if this Jersey trio have gleaned more 
from the Velvet Underground or from The Waitresses, but at this 
LP's high points (i.e. when they've not lapsed into cutey-pie 
kitsch sentimentale a la "He's So Sensitive" or "Chris Told 
Missy") Love Child have an unforced methodology that results 
in some truly shining smarter-than-you pop. I thought Allen 
Licht's guitar would be given a little more free reign over the 
landscape yet I'm fond of how the band can function in several 
different configurations w/o any one individual dominating the 
proceedings. "Diane" in particular reminds me of any number of 
sorta straightforward but not-quite-right bands of the past, from 
Television to Mission Of Burma to Yo La Tengo, etc.-it's an 
LP that's so infinitely likeable that I feel it's my duty to invite 
them over for sandwiches or something. (Homestead) 



the following reviews 
by Jay Hinman 

ICKY BOYFRIENDS 7" 

No worries about talent or lack thereof here and these locals 
succeed in spades for pulling off such an eminently listenable 
debut that's still bound to drive away three-quarters of its 
"potential market". Storytelling loud guitar/drum & then 
bass/drum only spastics that end abruptly right about at the 
moment that you've accepted that yes, you really do want to ride 
their crazy groove train. A welcome recorded addition to the 
City's limited canon of worthwhile rock ensembles. (C & P) 
JUAN CARLOS "Love Boat/The Cumming Song" 7" 

With a little bit more panache they'd be called the God 
Bullies—zig zag bass drugginess on Side B could also pass for 
Rat At Rat R or likeminded scientists of the creepy crawl beat. 
In time I see the trance becoming even more intoxicating. 
(Casting Couch) 

PAVEMENT "Perfect Sound Forever" 10" 

Stockton duo who're creators of two of the last 700 days' 
golden singles, possessing a rare mix of dapper fuzzed-pop 
skewedness & righteously tampered-with form. Expanded 
45rpm grooves give their warm gift an unexpected smoothness 
that's instantly recognizable as a banner-carryer for the 
upcoming 10" revolution. Pavement can work up a head of 
layered guitar steam like nobody's business & just as precisely 
drop out into a mellow drunken spin just to make certain you're 
still riveted. Not so much a "home" band any longer, this will 
certainly reach many laps that need reaching, perhaps enough 
to pull this mystery project out of the San Jouquin Valley and 
into the hearts and minds of live rockers everywhere. Very little 
has seen more play in the last few months & very little should. 
(Drag City) 

KINGS OF OBLIVION "Death Machine" 7"EP 

You thought Jeff Dahl’s Iggy over-reverence was tough 
enough to stomach, meet Mike Snider. Right: "Death Machine/ 
Supersonic dream", with vocals apeing Dahl apeing Iggy. Can't 
ya just feeeeeeeeel it, bay-buh? (Dionysus) 

PRISONSHAKE "Spoo" 7"EP 

A mighty big welcome to the big leagues for this Ohio 
combo—"Ron Kinda World" has got the gift that keeps on 
giving, "anthemic" hook-a-plenty hardball; put it on one of 
those 6-minute demonstration cassettes with "Slack 
Motherfucker" and hop around like an idiot child. American 
garage that tips its hat to its antecedents and keeps on 
barrelling without worry of being labeled; I'm hip. (Estrus) 
ALIEN BOYS "The Seeds Of Decay" LP 

On rare occasions these Germans turn the bum into a halfway 
approachable zoom-fuzz that might merit comparisons w/ your 
top wah-users; the rest is closer to the get-down-n'-shake-yer- 
ass boogie losers that plague too many bills in this town (to 
wit, a power ballad called "Soul Of Stone" & the 10-minute 
magnum opus title track). Maybe they need someone to thrash 
on their nose & go "hippie". The fact that they cover a Wipers 
song, should, in fact, be lost on you. (Rave) 

THE GORIES "I Know You FINE, But How You Doin'" LP 

Not as much primitive big-beat as on their debut thanks to a 
production gloss, if you can call it that, but still one of the 
most boss stripped-down combos around. Justifies the import 
price and naturally will get tagged w/ the obvious buzzwords 
(Cramps—Alex Chilton production can't stop that--voodoo 
beat, Tav Falco, swamp blues, etc.) that they so easily rise 
above—a true Mod Squad of two guitars & female drummer out of 
Michigan & they take pre-rock structures that have juiced 
libidos since time immemorium and add a healthy outlook of 
fortified wine awareness that no true young scrut hunter should 
forsake. Someday when I'm loaded down w/ extra cash I'll put on 
a Gories/Headcoats/Mummies/Nightkings/Girl Trouble spew- 
out & we'll all drink Brew 102, naked, of course. Until then 
please settle for a reasonable facsimile. (New Rose) 


CRAWLSPACE/MOOSEHEART FAITH "On The 
Tide/Hook In The Gray" 7" 

If you'd looked inside every third Haight/Ashbury flat around 
1968 or so you'd've probably heard sounds like this wafting 
through the sweet smells of incense, ganj & hippie sex, sans 
Todd Homer's synthesizer of course. Does this sound like 
something you want to be a part of? (Forced Exposure) 

AXEL GRINDERS "Apparatus Of Love/Don't Hurry, Be 
Sappy" 7" 

"Apparatus" is a deep & mournful crawling ballad that ranks 
with your best late-night-&-I'm-blue numbers, & I know I 
could've easily used another 5 minutes. These New Zealanders 
then go and make like a Flying Nun-soaked Motorhead on the 
flip and still come up winners. An unearthed pearl to be sure. 
(Dionysus) 

27 DEVILS JOKING 'The Sucking Effect" LP 

I can see it now—these guys are at the "new" I-Beam on a 
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Tuesday night, various Gargoyles & Jackson Saints are up front 
pumping their fists, chirping to each other about "...real punk 
rock...fiery leads...77 all over again, etc. etc. M . 18 Harleys are 
parked outside. All of a sudden this guy fucking whips his 
Yugo, which is totally plastered w/ 'Tcky Boyfriends” stickers, 
around Cole onto Haight and just takes out the whole row. A 
crowd quickly gathers. Inside, the band abruptly stops the 
anthemic ”So Long, Good Luck, Goodbye & Fuck You” and 
their audience charges out, half-sipped $4 Jagermeister shots in 
hand. I saw all this happen so you know I'm not making it up. 
What happened next is kind of fuzzy (I was really tired), but 
during the melee that followed a guy with an ”SF Dogs” tattoo 
handed me this album and told me, "dude, this is the shit .” I'm 
not really sure what he meant by that because I brought it home 
and listened to a record that reminded me of nothing if not 8 or 
9 other records reviewed this issue (see Kings Of Oblivion, 
Alien Boys). This new wave of punk rock, man, I don't know if 
I'm strong enough to withstand its intense balls-out blazin’ 
blindin' blitzkrieg. (Rave) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS ”12 O’Clock Rock" 7” 

Hard to lose with a bringing-it-to-the-people unearthing of 
live tapes recorded at L.A.'s KPFK like this, and the line-up 
(FLESH EATERS, DREAM SYNDICATE, SAVAGE REPUBLIC) 
is a stellar sample of top early 80's Angelino non-h.c. howl. 
And talk about bang for the buck—Side A is "Days Of Wine and 
Roses”-era Dream Syndicate doing that same 7-minute+ song, 
the very broken and jagged edge of USA guitar-led "new 
sincerity” or whatever critics who weren't wallowing in Velvet 
Underground comparison/cliches at the time called them— 
there've been few line-ups like Wynn/Precoda/Smith/Duck in 
our time, this model's a classic & should be hailed as such. Side 
B puts the "Forever Came Today" Flesh Eaters on a w/ a 1983 
Savage Republic recording; the F.E.'s "Meet My Family 
Doctor” (actually "Digging My Grave"—I really hope the 
mistitling wasn’t a calculated sucker move, gang) is whisked 
along at comparative hyperspeed w/ Chris D. spitting out 
chunks of words like he's screeching to summon the deceased- 
awesome, of course—and S. Republic shine much brighter in 
this live context (having seen them just once when they were 
around I can attest) than on studio waxings, jarring yet still 
hypnotic like no "industrial” moron before or since. The 
thing's in its second an$ probably final pressing so it's time to 
move, (no address, fmd a great record store) 

SLUG 7”EP 

Pretty droll & dull heavy man-noise out of L.A., just the 
thing to get me to listen to Big Black records again. 
(Magnatone) 

CONTROL "Lighting Out/I Am The Last Hungry Man" 7” 
Bjorkland & Trainer's lordship over an entire region must be 
obvious by now—the great lakes have had that kinda wow, 
kinda now Wire-esque sound most often known as "angular” for 
about 10 years now—Control don't challenge the masters, they 
simply carry the Breaking Circus/Rifle Sport torch proudly & 
don't trip in front of the grandstand, about all you can ask for 
really. (Casting Couch) 

BLACK ANGEL’S DEATH SONG "Nothing Equals 
Nothing/What Do You Mean?" 7" 

There's more shut out in L.A.'s dark comers than most are 
willing to give it credit for, how about we take for example this 
snazz 7" from some Trash Can School attendees & other 
hangers-on. The Velvet Underground? Well maybe—"What Do 
You Mean?” is a slippery & half-poetic crawl through "Heroin”, 
updated w/ feeling for True West, Dream Syndicate & the like; 
the A has more in line w/ the pump-it-up & go blast-off of Claw 
Hammer & the spas tics of local wunderkind the Icky 
Boyfriends. The three people that'll stick around and see 'em 
top off a Raji's bill at 1:55AM are waiting for you to find out. 
(Dionysus) 

THOMAS JEFFERSON SLAVE APARTMENTS "Career 
Interruption Code” 7”EP 

Possessing the kind of heady and not-right aesthete I can 
warmly bask in and with production values right out the 
window—"you lookin' fer treble”—you're not kidding. Could 
have just as easily come out of 1975 Cleveland as 1991 
Columbus, with a minimal drum patter and loped vocals & 



FREE & CLEAR 

Beginning in February, New Alliance will 
press three different seven inch singles on 
clear vinyl. No other pressings will be done 
and the records will be available on a while- 
they-last basis only. The artists will be: 
Rudolph Grey, Solomon Grundy and Sproton 
Layer. Each purchase of any New Alliance EP, 
LP, CA or CD at a regular price entitles you 
to one of these singles, until they’re gone. 
Clear vinyl singles alone cost $3.00. TO 
RECEIVE FREE SINGLES, YOU MUST MENTION 
THIS OFFER WITH YOUR ORDER. 

^ NOW AVAILABLE ^ 


SPROTON LAYER - Lost Behind Words 
A teenage Roger Miller and his younger 
brothers concocted proto-Burma, mind 
expanding spew and unleashed it on an 
uncaring world in 1969-1970. New Alliance 
again comes to the rescue to recover 
these gems and make them available for - 
you. Three songs that are an essential 
piece of musical history. 

7 single only - S3.00. Out 514 91 


RUDOLPH GREY - “Implosion 73” 
^ UPCOMING 

SOLOMON GRUNDY 

Not available yet - please wait for announcement of release before ordering. 

^ ALSO AVAILABLE —^ 




JACK BREWER 3AND - 
rockin ethereal 

Ex Saccharine Trust singer debuts 
new band featuring intense and 
intelligent tunes LP CA CD 



ROGER MILLER - 
Xvlvi and A Woman in Half 
Punk rock legend checks 
m with a scored composition 
and. a soundtrack. LP CA CD 


LP/CA $7.50 CD $12.00 

Spend $20.00 or more on anything in the 
New Alliance catalog and receive the just 
finished New Alliance T-Shirt, with the label 
logo splattered in blue across a white shirt, 
for free. FREE SHIRT ORDERS MUST MENTION 
THIS OFFER and be postmarked by 7/31/91. 
Shirts alone cost $10.00. All orders postpaid 
in the USA. California residents please add 
6.75°/o sales tax. Foreign orders please write 
for postage rates. Free catalogs available. 


NEW ALLIANCE RECORDS, P.0. BOX 1389, LAWNDALE, CA 90260 
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guitar tracks, belieing the fact that it rocks like mad, just not 
presented in a way were really "used to". Did I say last time that 
Ron House's previous until Great Plains had a similar approach 
and had it in them to do something this gloriously fucked, but 
didn't? My highest kudos upon TJSA—current leaders in the 
vaunted Superdope "young rock heroes, 1991" contest. 
(Datapanik) 

LAZY COWGIRLS 'There’s A New Girl In Town" 2x7" 

I guess I feel sorry for Pat & Doug more than anything else- 
abandoned by the rhythm section in the midst of two different 
US tours & having to live in the 818 besides—I applaud their 
desire to get the Cowgirls back on solid footing again (word is 
it's been less than easy) but I think they'd find the going 
smoother w/o having their transitional output under the "Lazy 
Cowgirls" moniker. That's a lot to live up to. Plus they let the 
insistence of spoil-sports late in their career that they "rocked 
too hard" become a cross to bear, resulting in some 
fantastically slowed-down brooding like "The Long Goodbye" 
but also in FM radio "show us your hands" poop like this new 
record's "Repeat After Me". Never would the '88 Anti-Club 
Cowgirls have even attempted such, or if they had it would've 
had a boatload more intensity & sincere sweat. The other three 
are a mixed bag—"Drugs" was the unanimous shit-stomper off 
the Chris D.-produced debut & redone here in three-part coda 
form it's not lost a whole lot 5 years later; the other two don't 
hold a proverbial candle in any way, shape or form to anything 
off their amazing last LP How It Looks. How It Is -"Wavward 
Wind"'s trad arrangement (guess it's an old sea shanty or 
something) excuses their non-forceful delivery a bit but there's 
no reason for R. Davies' "This Is Where I Belong" to be on 
here. At all. Rumours are flying about a September California 
tour w/ Mudhoney & if the Cowgirls can gather it back together 
I'll be crying a river of happy grinnin' golden tears, but this 
one's for sure a real blow. (Sympathy) 



Pat Todd/LRZY COWGIRLS Photo By Danielle E. 


DEAD C "Hell Is Now Love/Bone” 7" 

Unformed mad nonsense from New Zealanders that I can only 
hope Chills fans will stumble upon, with expanse upon 
expanse*of heavy-eyelidded dope-shriek. These wildmen hint 
loudly at a rotten core on "Bone" that zips you to a foul North 
Beach opium den for a healthy two-minute puff before leaving 
you & your brain alone to trip over the human sidewalk vermin 
on the way "back". Real nice, and now being ably documented 
by the truly astute folks at Siltbreeze. (Siltbreeze) 

VERTIGO "Rub" 7 ”EP 

The crystallization of what I'd hoped for since the debut 
single—one of the 80's ten best-and a holy return to unbalanced 
punk chops a la that record's "Front End Loader". The hit parade 
continues & the men proudly tackle Crime's "Murder By Guitar" 
that does a big donut on their still-hot version of the Scientists' 


"Fire Escape"; the title track borrows the Unsane microphone 
and piledrives most everything they've produced since that 
debut in record time, way long on gusto & N-R-G & short on 
anything remotely resembling "wank". In Minneapolis they 
say "hardy riffage, maaaan". (Amphetamine Reptile) 
CAROLINER "Rise Of The Common Woodpile" LP 

Some of this swings like your best SF off-base glory holers 
i.e. Thinking Fellers, Idiot, even World Of Pooh, probably 
because everyone in this town except me & Rubin Fiberglass 
are in this band, but more often than that it's not like anything 
save oh-my-god-the-Buttholes. It's pretty well thought out, 
"high concept" to the max, and not the unlistenable nightmare- 
bringer I expected—production is top-drawer for something so 
thoroughly bizarre, w/ varied instrumentation & multi-sampled 
vocals & a day-glo biting girl streaking through the mess. 
Imagine the Waltons ending up like the Donner Party (and 
cutting some vinyl). Imagine Tiny Tim starring in that scene 
from DELIVERANCE. Imagine "Concubine" & the best of 
Locust Abortion Technician w/ an 1890's crazy love beat. 
Imagine the Caroliner Rainbow Open Wound Chorale, a record, 
a turntable, a hand-made sleeve, some mirth & merriment, the 
question why, and you. (Nuf Sed) 

MECCA NORMAL "I Can Hear Me Fine" 7" 

Seems like they did "Follow Down" for about 20 minutes 
when I saw them play a few weeks ago & it might've been the 
best 20 of the show-a sliding & simple riff played up & down 
with Jean Smith's restrained (this time) warble that collapses 
under the weight of its niceties & becomes shards of slash-your- 
face guitar, & still an attempt at recovering the riff is made. One 
of the finest they've written. Much has been made of Mecca 
Normal's "confrontational sexual/political stance" but they're 
much too clever to get bogged down w/ dogma, or convention, 
or technique for that matter. Quite a bit more can be read into 
Smith's lyrics than taken from them & if you want to see a 
castrating Canadian woman & a wacked-out punk nerd on guitar 
then that's your problem. (Smarten Up!) 

RAKE "Cow Song/My Fish Died" 7" 

Hurtles and spins with full-throttle thud-noise, a kick up the 
bung ala the first Surgery discs that pretty much came from out 
of nowhere. "Cow Song" leads from a jagged & wrecked guitar 
line into a mean stomp of Halo Of Flies-calibre aggro & loses 
no points for the well-placed bass mix that sustains it. 
Startlingly great debut, bait your breath for the next. (L) 
MUDHONEY/HALO OF FLIES "Mod Showdown!" 7" 

We more or less have Turner & Arm of Mudhoney to thank 
for the new wealth & reverence of Billy Childish in America— 
their badgering of Sub Pop to open the pursestrings has led to 
Hangman reissues, Headcoats U.S. tour(s), etc. Their shuffle 
through his "She's Just 15" (on both Milkshakes and Mighty 
Caesars recs) is uncharacteristically warm & peppy & is part of 
the movement to a "kinder, gentler" punk rock sound, just you 
wait. For a band that's been built up to Herculean proportions & 
knocked down over & over again (& talked about so fucking 
much you've got to wonder what kind of bee it is that makes it 
into so many self-professed "loser'"s bonnets)—and yes, I admit 
I was a little excited in the early issues of Scrut Hunt -- 
Mudhoney have a still-solid rep here as one of the most 
consistant purveyors of sensitive/strong rock noise. Halo Of 
Flies are in the midst of some kind of identity crisis & naturally 
their offering is loosely-wrapped psych smoke but I'm not into 
Haze straying from the bully pulpit, at least they could bring 
back John Bigley, you know? (Amphetamine Reptile) 

UNREST "Yes She Is My Skinhead Girl" 7"EP 

The incredibly overrated Unrest have released so much 
snappy-looking product on labels that matter & garnered 
nothing but fawn for it that I pose the query, "What th' fuck?". 
"Quirky" & "irreverant" are fine, in fact I think Mark E. & co. 
are able to turn both in spades w/ stellar production for the most 
part (no exception here) but their discs have the kind of droll 
nothingness & forced vagueries that I can so very much do 
without. Hey, I gave Malcolm X Park the proverbial test of time 
& three years later it still registered zip, as in zero. They say 
sometimes you've got to call a duck a duck. (K) 


Page 34 









GORILLA "Heinous/Late Night/You Bitch" 7" 

The sound of young Seattle sporting some gung-ho two- 
fisted Schmidt tall boy action & not remebering a minute of it. 
Most enjoyable simple bashing with a tinny keyboard on Side 
A and some redblooded punk rock on the two flips that in some 
ways resemble the bands on "Sub Pop 200" that no one outside 
of the NW cared about (Nights & Days, Cat Butt,etc.). Now if 
only someone could find me a Regal Select shirt... (Aroma) 
ARCHIPELAGO BREWING CO. "Criswell/Fresh Fish/ 
Wussies-R-Us" 7” 

Nothing like a "side project" to scare people away but this 
SF band has been kicking around in various mutations since the 
mid-80's & have only now brought us their first singular 
waxing—ex-World Of Pooh/current-Thinking Fellers & 
Caroliner & the trick that keeps them laughing in the aisles, 5. 
girl drummers; hectic and dense, a melt of heavy P.R., Middle 
Eastern guitar warble and various experimentations and some 
fine packaging what's more. If they still exist they're definitely 
keeping it low profile. (Nuf Sed) 

CLAW HAMMER "Get Yer Za Za Yout” cassette 

We're talking about what are quite possibly America's finest 
almost-straight-ahead rock heroes, recorded in the dreaded live 
format on KPFK-Los Angeles 8/5/90—excessive on the high 
end, and as a dedicated audiophile I'm sure you want more, but 
nail Christ on a cross, this is serious smoke. "Succotash" was 
the brainer that wowed on their Bay Area stopover last year and 
it's just full pummel from note one, the Beefheart/MC5/Flesh 
Eaters angles are worked at various times during the "codas" 
that comprise the song, & I think it's about as representative of 
the 90's model 'Hammer as you'd want. Ever heard the phrase 
"lightning in a bottle"? Sure you have. (Trigon) 

OVERJOY "Reason To Kill/Kong/Cortez Metaphore" 7" 

Die, kill. Kill, die. Why can't we just learn to unite? A fifth- 
rate Unsane or maybe a fourth-rate Bloodsport, we don't need 
the obvious and that's exactly what this is. Where are the 
MONSTER TRUCK 5??!!!? (Casting Couch) 

BRIGHT LIKE ICE "Full Moon/Honey On The Threshold" 
7" 

Not incredibly well thought-out meandering from Mecca 
Normal's Jean & Dave, who're playing w/ two others in a 
traditional band set-up and sounding for all the world like a 
home studio project that just happened to make it to vinyl 
(recorded at "Sounds Fin6 To Me"). "Full Moon'"s got the 
tension & grit of Mecca Normal but lacks the chutzpah or 
whatever to put it over the top & the drums & second guitar 
really do sound incidental. Side project, eh? (Smarten Up!) 
DEVIL DOGS "Twist & Bum" 7 "EP 

I'll salute anyone who can duly take on the Fun Things’ 
"Time Enough For Love"—one of^he all-time hottest slices of 
late 70's guitar scorch, w/ some fine lyrics—try using them 
when you're not getting any, you’ll feel much better—and these 
Eastern seaboarders have turned in a fairly likable, 
pigeonholable serving of 4 tracks in a Saints/DMZ/Pagans 
vein that's seen far more pretenders than contenders. In fact I'm 
convinced they really think they the 1977 Saints—cover of 
their run-through of "Kissin’ Cousins", various "yeah"s & 
"c'mon"s-except that they’re using HANDCLAP TRACKS in 
1991 and nothing belies a leather-jacketed Jersey dolt whining 
about his "bitch" more. (Dog Meat) 

SHADOWY MEN ON A SHADOWY PLANET "Music For 
Pets" 7"EP 

Cuter than I generally have patience for—'That Wuz Ear Me 
Callin' A Horse" has got a lowdown "I Can't Hardly Stand It"- 
like riff that stands up to repeated play & the angle here is 
reverb-laden guitar, guys who probably tuck their shirts in 
whenever possible, and songs (instrumentals, really) about 
kitty cats & puppy dogs. Innocuous & chirpy & medium warm. 
(K) 

IGGY AND THE STOOGES "I Got A Right" EP 

Part of the "Iguana Chronicles" of Stooges releases—and how 
much warrented unreleased material can be left? Now that 
Stooge practice tapes are being pressed into vinyl it's nice to 
hear the stuff of legends, i.e. the amazing James Williamson- 
led slash n' bum of T Got A Right/Gimme Some Skin"—you'd 
better like those songs a whole lot because "I Got A Right’"s on 


here 3 times—the unreleased version's much like the one from 
the "Best Of Bomp" compilation which is also on here—& 
"Gimme Some Skin" appears twice, both previously released. 

So this is what we get when the well runs dry-anybody have the 
original tapes of "Fresh Rag", ”Ya Don't Call My Name", 
"Cock In My Pocket" or "Nigga Man"? Just asking. (Bomp) 
ORIGINAL SINS "Party's Over” EP 

Ever since the mammoth "Just 14" 7" came out 3-4 years ago 
this band's handle's been more & more elusive to the grasp & I 
suppose it's to their credit that their 60's blaze/psych/ 
bubblegum/loser rock has kept a shaky rep still sturdy enough 
to release an OUTTAKES record-all they've done is re-establish 
ground as being capable of producing some of the hottest 
organ-led wallop since the DMZ LP and the last Mummies 
show—"Just 14" is included in barely-revised form (no pipes 
either) & I salute their revisionist pro-dom, even if these 
spasms are all a few years old. Forgetting to cover "Chewy 
Chewy" this time was a great move as well and this makes a fine 
starter kit for some backwards digging (everyone's got to hear 
"Possession" off of Big Soul -''Acid is groovy, kill the pigs"- 
yeah right hippie) as I'm well prepared to undertake. (Dog Meat) 
ORIGINAL SINS "Nowhere To Go/Can't Get Over You" 7" 

More gruff DMZ/Lyres punk rock on Side A, a track from The 
Hardest Wav LP now available for our Australian brethren. B 
Side is a "freewheelin'" softie w/ some heart, sorta like 
Antiseen covering "Positively 4th Street" (it happened, you 
know). (Dog Meat) 

WCKR SPGT 7 "EP 

Kooky Shimmy-likeness out of SoCal; the godawful "Francis 
Mitterand" sets the tone for a They Might Be Giants/King 
Missile CMJ hit pick but before I could take a hammer to it two 
tolerable drum machine workouts & a hippie stream-of- 
consciousness slider sailed past and well, there we were at "New 
Music Nights" watching the ink drip from so many pens. (Jupa) 
DIDJITS "Full Nelson Reilly" LP 

You know just when a Didjits song is about to end-the drums 
will make an extra stutter, the riff will double up & then 
vroooomm (cut—quick!). "Who's Ready To Get High" is '91's 
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new get-out-your-lighters fave & I'm surprised at all the pot 
references for such a supercharged trio of Mid-American white 
trash. The Devo revival continues (started, of course, in 1988 
w/ Santa Barbara's STEVE GARVEY’S HAIR) w/ a "Mr. DNA" 
run-up & I sense a general sense of something looser & more 
harried than on the previous three LP’s—naturally the old "when 
you've heard one..." adage applies & ain't it the neatest. (Touch 
N' Go) 

THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282 "The Natural 
Finger" 7"EP 

All 4 tracks from the '88 demo Wormed. By Leonard —Side B's 
"Leaky Bag" & "Misfit's Park" showcase the lanky & 
bullheaded wonders they've broadened into today back at a 
crucial stepping block when their chopped, schitzo, theirs-and- 
theirs-only attack was less fully honed. One can see the world 
domination seeds planted in surprise passages like the one in 
"Misfit’s" that breaks up a happy jangle n’ jig & overlays 3 evil 
guitars in a rapid-fire descending twist that, to their immense 
credit, brings to mind absolutely NO ONE. Their bag is more 
given to oddball tinkering on vinyl (Side A) than live so far & I 
can see a lot of jaws dropping thanks to (off-base) descriptions 
(like mine) on just what it is that makes this band light years 
ahead of their competitors in whhatever it is they do. (Ajax) 
THE GITS "Precious Blood" 7"EP 

One of those bands that can pull in an extra 20-30 people by 
tagging "from Seattle" on flyers-they’re not, they just live 
there—back when they were "from New Jersey" they included 
Claw Hammer Bob among them, imagine that. Oh, the record: 
surprisingly solid Patti-esque rock that probably won't turn 
many heads but is just right for those existential moments. A 
cover of "Ask The Angels" or "Piss Factory" wouldn't be too 
much to ask. (Big Flaming Ego) 

STARVATION ARMY "Mercenary Position" LP 

This had to have been tailored for my maximum displeasure- 
first, a metal/rap "number". Second, these loud rock songs are 
so bland that they might've been Gargoyles covers; their 
attempts at straying into a Victim's Family "good god'y'all" 
jazzcore are undermined by some truly awful crooning and a 
genuine lack of pyrotechnics—bless the Family, they're the real 
deal, Neil. Finally, there are no original members in this band 
yet they've kept the name. I have no further comment. (Rave) 
BRIEF WEEDS "A Very Generous Portrait" 7"EP 

"The River Song (dub)"'s way high-end loopiness & mix 
remind me somehow of the later-period Electric Eels' 
deconstruction of rock mores, the rest is a pastiche of 
Merseybeat/Pastels/tra-la-la (& somewhat "dark") pop strum 
that'd maybe be mildly happening in Scotland. (K) 

GIBSON BROS "Emulsified/Broke Down Engine" 7" 

"Emulsified" is a low-on-the-pole G.Bros reworking of a Rex 
Garvin ditty, but "Broke Down Engine" harkens back to the 
Gibson's brilliant hickfuzzed debut LP, a crossboned & bare- 
assed Blind Willie McTell country /blues rip that blows off 
enough steam for two sides—now that's entertainment baby, 
that's rock n' roll. (Siltbreeze) 

FASTBACKS "Very Very Powerful Motor" LP 

Barbi and the Rockers gone supermeth have put out their first 
LP in a while—Fastbacks are an on again/off again Pacific NW 
unit who do "happy" like few others. Their structures are opened 
up this time to allow more guitar-solo screech than is really 
needed but there's something to be said for full-volume 
saccharine overdrive a la "In The Summer" or the cover of the 
Pointed Sticks' "Apologies". Voted "most likely to have their 
own TV show in the near future". (Popllama) 

URGE OVERKILL "The Supersonic Storybook" LP 

Listen to this & then spin Jesus Urge Superstar and you'll 
find a band that couldn't even be trying anymore. Never have 
predicted in 1989 when Urge Overkill released that year's best 
LP that they'd be just another dull band 2 years later w/ more 
followers than ever—clothes make the man, they've told me. 
Last year's "Americruiser" had just enough going for it to offset 
an abundance of what cakes the grooves on this one—terrificly 
flat song writing/structure (mononucleosis on 33) & a sense 
that if you're not getting what the Urge is trying to lay on you 
then the joke's on you, sucker. Did someone say sucker? So the 
70's sure were a funny decade—Hot Chocolate covers & songs 


like "Bionic Revolution" are about as daffy as the last Redd 
Kross LP—what gets me is that Jesus Urg e has everything this 
record doesn't: varience (in production, style, & lyrical/musical 
approach), an instrumental, um, clarity , for lack of a better 
word, that's up-front and powerful and holds together real neat 
even when it's dissolving & feeding back (see "Last Train To 
Heaven", and songs that jerked forward & back ("Polaroid 
Doll") with exhilarating loudness & melodic know-how that’s 
nowhere to be seen here. I’d be much happier if they'd gone 
speed metal. (Touch N' Go) 

JUST SAY NO "Crickets/Failed The Test" 7” 

Sounds like those wacky Volcano Suns w/ 16 tons of 
distortion & careening bass pound—what a pleasant surprise to 
find one-half of The Fix & the Violent Apathy singer still 
making respectable noise. Lubricated Goat youth, consider 
yourself alerted. (Rave) 

MORLOCKS "Under The Wheel/Hurricane A' Coming" 7" 

Heroin sure is an ugly drug, isn't it? Recorded here in SF back 
when these guys were living in the same house I'm currently 
listening to their record in, no W-Y-L-D 60's jack-up here, 
nope, nuh-uh. "Hurricane" has more in common w/ SF white- 
boy limp-dick funk, w/ a "good god" thrown in every couple of 
lines just so you know what a good time they were having 
recording it. "Under The Wheel" takes the Iggy-isms of the fine 
"She's My Fix" 7" and drags them out to intolerable level of 
laid-back tempo changes that go nowhere in no big hurry. 
(Iloki) 

BEAT HAPPENING Dreamy" LP 

When stacked against the other long-players these cuddle 
bunnies have warmed cockles with this new one regrettably 
lacks the offbeat & surprising gems (save "Red Head Walking") 
that used to be stringed across whole sides; I'm a little 
nonplussed by the comparitively lush, full-bodied candy attack 
this time around when half Beat Happening's charm is their 
"raw, primitive teenage beat" that forms the exoskeleton for 
this set but is somehow tamed & pinned. After watching them 
do the do live I have felt absolutely no need to be near this 
record, you go figure. (Sub Pop/K) 

STRANGULATED BEATOFFS "Practicing To Be A Doctor/ 
Heeby Jeeby" 7" 

The throb that sustained Drunks With Guns is attempted on 
Side A (w/ better production values, natch) & like their previous 
records it's a fine sound but half-stale after even a minute—on 
both sides guitar & effects beep & burp along the repeated 
periphery like something out of "30 Seconds Over Tokyo" and 
vocals if any are kept to a minimum. What could have been 
ingrained riffs are left to fester and die on the vine at song's end 
w/o attempts to leave, like something that everyone deservedly 
shit over in practice and then called a wrap for fear of ruining 
the good juju & trying again. (Forced Exposure) 

HONEYMOON KILLERS "Vanna White (Goddess Of Love)/ 
You Can't Do That" 7" 

Low rent raunch from a team who've still got a few tricks left. 
Though I expect the Dead Milkmen & not the H.Killers to aim 
so low w/ song titling, "Vanna" has got the Pussy Galore hip 
shake done up greasy & wet and the whole outlook is more akin 
to their "Let It Breed" era than anything else. I've missed their 
instability since the great Sub Pop 7" and it's nice to have them 
back. (Sympathy) 

ROGER MILLER " Xvlvl and A Woman In Half (Soundtrack)" 
LP 

Anyone who's kept up with Miller's recorded output (and 
somehow I don’t think that's you) is probably just as baffled & 
surprised by each subsequent release as they were by the 
previous-these are two film soundtracks w/ very little guitar, 
no Jim, not rock music. "Xylyl" at times could be Aaron 
Copeland conducting Royal Trux, w/ occasional techo nods, 
horns & all that. "A Woman In Half is lush electric piano & 
synth, the kind of music I could easily sleep to. What is to be 
made of it all? The logical next step was to put on the "We Got 
Power" LP, maybe there's vour answer. Jesus. (New Alliance) 
NOTHING PAINTED BLUE "The Bellyspeak E.P." 7 "EP 

No fooling on where the inspiration was found here—”K Is 
For Kamival” might be a tribute to the label in the same way 
some local new wave combo sucked up to 415 Records back on 
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the "415 Music" compilation (look in the dollar bins, you'll 
see what I mean). And "Let's Kiss"—a Beat Happening song, 
no? One foot is in sissyboy Aztec Camara, etc. flower pop 
(hey, I like "Oblivious"), the other in Slovenly/Angst what-is- 
it pop, pretty much a mixed bag but generally unobtrusive & 
worth a few spins. (Jupa) 

CHEATER SLICKS "If Heaven Is Your Home/Go Go Gorilla" 

7 " 

I have already been poisoned once w/ the Psychotic 
Tumbuckles' rendering of "Go Go Gorilla"—really, it's not very 
funny —and the warped Cramp moan of "Heaven" is even more of 
an aural challenge. Couldn't decide which was worse, this or the 
A-Bones' "Button Nose" 7", I guess it's up to the Epicenter used 
buyer. (Dog Meat) 

WEIRDOS "Weird World" LP 

I let Forced Exposure trick me into believing in a Mission Of 
Burma "Scavenged Luxury" EP & Lester Bangs had more duped 
than me as I flipped through the Count Five section looking for 
"Carburetor Dung", but never did I fall for the one about the 3rd 
Weirdos 7"—shut my mouth, here is. "Message To The 
Underworld" on this time capsule spanning a hit & half-miss 
career, w/ liner notes proclaiming "3rd single—previously 
unreleased". Sure. A pity that the Nickey Beat 77-78 Weirdos 
aren’t better represented but "Solitary Confinement", "Life Of 
Crime" & "We Got The Neutron Bomb"—three of the all-time 
classic punk wails—are here + two 78 demos that show why 
they were placed as the prima example of L.A. (& American) 
punk overdrive at the time—they even made Time magazine & as 
a Sacramento youngster I can remember this as my first 
enlightening (awfully unusual that the audience actually spits at 
the bands, though). Later on they put out some maybe-passable 
streamlined rock (see "Action Design" EP) & a bunch of 


unreleased stuff from those eras is displayed neatly as well, 
taking up all of Side 1. Your move, but worth it for "Message" 
& the real old unearthed tracks alone. (Frontier) 

CULTURCIDE “A Day At My Job/Mommy & I Are One” 7” 
These are the skrooballs who recorded the sounds of 
universal collapse & masked them over much-license-taken 
versions of Huey Lewis & The News, Springsteen, etc., hits; 
the Weird A1 Yankovics of the clever gang, I guess. “Job” will 
ring a few bells lyrically & is a live-to-master straight rock 
thump; “Mommy” takes up a side & a half w/ tape looped 
variations of a non-important theme. Grin and bear it. (Nuf Sed) 
BARRACUDAS “Hear* Me Calling/She Knows” 7” 

“Hear Me Calling” reminds me of the more smiley-faced New 
Christs balladry snuck behind some 2nd LP Birdman mid-tempo 
wail. Both tracks could hit the Top 40 in other countries (not 
here, of course, where even 90’s mainstream rock poop is for 
the most part shunned by the 18-to-25 demographic) & you 
could very well find yourself whistling a “snatch” whilst 
shopping, you never know. (Dog Meat) 


the following reviews 
by Doug Pearson 

LIQUOR BALL 2nd 7" 

My first experience with Liquor Ball was as the first opening 
band for Galaxie 500 in a near-empty club (the post-collegiate 
"hipster" crowd wouldn't show up for another hour). My 
impression was that they were untalented, unrehearsed, couldn't 
write songs and that they generally sucked. But they sucked 
righteously, in a way that only bands like Royal Trux or the 
Shaggs can get away with. On this, their second 7" release, 
many of my initial "complaints" have been taken care of. The 
rhythm section locks together to keep the jams in a state of 
constant propulsion that can’t be brought down. There's still 
that righteously noisy feedback being spewed all over the mix. 
Plunge in, 'cause along with Vermonster, this is some of the 
best noise rock to come out this year. And it's pressed on 
beautiful glow-in-the-dark vinyl with blue & green splotches to 
boot. (Blackjack) 

MEN & VOLTS "Cheer Up" cassette 

A diverse & rewarding recording from one of the 80's more 
underrated bands. Here Men & Volts attempt country, barroom 
blues and more, fitting all the styles into their quirky 
framework. The overall tone of the album is rather arty, with 
complex rhythms and some oblique guitar playing and brass 
arrangements (real and sampled), but Phil Kaplan and Martha 
Foley's vocal harmonies also lend a familiar country/folk 
ambience to the sound. However, this is sometimes reminiscent 
of English prog-rockers attempting to interpret traditional 
American styles (Robert Calvert's Luckv Leif and some of the 
French, Frith, Kaiser & Thompson (so what if two of 'em really 
are American—they're still too prog to sound right playing trad) 
collaborations come to mind; Phil's vocal styling actually 
reminds me quite a bit of Richard Thompson's. These days, the 
problem with a band taking a strike at so many styles is that it 
forces a comparison with Unrest, and just about everybody'll 
come up short in that. And especially given the band's 
technical gymnastics, the result is difficult to listen to on a 
casual basis—the music's the type that inspires thought, and I 
generally prefer to feel my music these days. Still, I like this 
record a lot (not as much as their Shimmy-Disc effort though), I 
just don't know how often I'll be in the mood to listen to it. (50 
Skidillion Watts) 

PUFF TUBE “Emergency Peanut” 2x7” 

If Royal Trux had been a Pagans spinoff instead of cut from 
Pussy Galore, this is what they might have sounded like. This 
is the most OUT THERE garage band you’re ever, gonna hear. 
Part of the record is genuinely musical (albeit on the fringe of 
that), but it’s mostly given over to bizarre cut-and-paste 
architecture resulting in a conglomeration of found and created 
songs molded into somebody’s twisted sense of order. Chrome 
might be considered a fair reference point—the line-up includes 
real drums (I think) that often sound like they’re being played 
by robots (although many varieties of rhythm are present), 
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filtered-to-incoherency vocals, whooshing fx, and songs that 
disintegrate midway and turn into shambling noise. There are 
also forays into light jazz, guitar boogie. Residential 
weirdness, manipulated voices, Hawaiian steel guitar, slide 
blues and more pilfered styles, all over the course of two little 
records. That only begins to describe the insanity of the Puff 
Tube experience, but it will have to do. This is simply the most 
brilliant band to come out of Cleveland, perhaps since the days 
of The Mirrors and the Electric Eels. And did I mention that it 
comes with an impressive-looking magazine (Seven) printed 
on all sorts of paper, with contributions from and an 
“interview” with Puff Tube, as well as gritty fiction, info on 
Cleveland music (the St. Valentine label), tons of 7” reviews & 
more? How can you lose? (Scat) 

V3 "The Earth Muffin" 7"EP 

Is it becoming a trend to plunder bands’ cassette-only 
releases for 7"EP's? Mac plundered Wwax's Live/Left for the 
"Seven" dbl 7", Ajax did it to the Thinking Fellers' Wormed, By 
Leonard , and now Siltbreeze has done it to V3's Unbroken 
Silence cassette. To be fair, there are two unheard songs here, 
on their first vinyl outing, apparently recorded during the same 
'88 sessions. "Tic Toe" (one of the new ones) is typical V3-- 
grungy and hard-hitting, but the EP swings into new gear with 
"Inside Outpost", which starts with an unintelligible sci-fi 
spoken intro and turns into a riff-heavy bad trip space rock 
piece with guitar scraping the speaker cones. "To Breathe No 
More" (also from Unbroken Silence ) sounds like one of 
Chrome's more electronic efforts, with Nudge Quidfish's 
surging synth waves lurking oppressively underneath Roxanne 
Newman's angel-of-death voice and Shepard's twisted, looping 
guitar. Finishing the lo-fi noise off is a droning instrumental 
entitled "Flying", which could almost pass for one of Sonic 
Youth's laid-back pieces from their days as a waning indie band. 
The cover’s as striking as what's contained within—a woodcut of 
a dried-out astronaut corpse clutching his chest, just like an 
image from a J.G. Ballard short story. This release is as good of 
a start as any for the uninitiated (and when you're ready to dive 
in, check out the Vertical Slit...and Beyond comp CD), but it 
only whets my appetite for the new V3 on Ropebum this 
summer. (Siltbreeze) 

WHITE ELEPANTS "Vic Morrow's Head/You Endanger Us" 
7" 

It's pretty easy to see where the band's sense of good taste 
lies when they start off the A-Side with the sound of an 
approaching helicopter. Well you wouldn't want your nth 
generation Birdman descendents displaying a polite attitude 


-GRR-OOl-Mol Triffid S&U Od 

CCR-002 Juan Carlos 

CCR-003 Red Devils 

CCR-004 overjoy 

CCR-005 Control 

$3.00 postpaid 

Coming Soon; Dog -odryow 

Wearables: 

Casting Couch T-Shirt $8.00 
Control T-Shirt $8.00 
Mol Triffid T-Shirt $10.00 
Dog Hat $8.00 


Casting Couch Records 
P.O.Box 151222 
Columbus, Ohio 43215 

anyway, would ya? Fat, crunching mid-tempo rock here, with 
just the right amount of soloing. The production is ace, too— 
sludgy vocals aren't lost in the murk, the guitar & bass stand 
out almost as a single unit, and the drums sound crisp and 
properly percussive. I suppose you could fault them for being 
too one-riff oriented, but even though neither the performance 
or songwriting are top-notch, this record is put together real 
well. (Dog Meat) 

BORBETOMAGUS "The Original Chirping Chicken/ 
Choking Olga" 7" 

A guitar plus two sax trio, Borbetomagus stew up some of the 
most original tum-of-the-decade noise you're ever likely to 
hear. The guitar feedback crackles & crunches, occasionally 
scraping, rather than wailing, and alternately cuts across the 
surface or simmers in the background. The baritone sax 
rumbling at the bottom sounds lots more like a cello played by 
an epileptic than a wind innstrument. "01ga'"s more of what I 
expected from this band—lots of skronk and bleat, accented 
with piercing feedback, finally grinding to an abrupt halt. I 
honestly don't have the background to tell whether this is 
"good" or not, but at least the instrumentation used here sets 
the record apart from any guitar-noise band. (Butt Rag) 

GIRLY MACHINE/PICA HUSS split 7" 

The Girly Machine side starts off whispered and droning, like 
"Heart Of Darkness" Ubu, before the tempo picks up and guitar 
chords and runs start intruding further into the mix. "O.K." is 
also fairly minimal, but the riffmg is more pronounced, and the 
bass player sounds like a spastic beginner. Pica Huss' track, 
"Middleast", draws its inspiration from that region's music, and 
compares favorably with other purveyors of that style. The 
music isn't nearly as out-there as that of the Sun City Girls or 
Black Sun Ensemble, rather the rhythm is more like a Savage 
Republic march. If you like those bands then this record's a 
must. Datapanik are to be commended for introducing us to so 
many fine bands on their series of split singles. (Datapanik) 
VELVET MONKEYS "Rock The Nation/Why Don't We Do It 
In The Road? 7" 

The overblown Rake line-up continues with covers of 
Montrose and the Beatles (since Thurston's here, it looks like 
this is the closest we'll ever get to the "White Album" project). 
These songs were second rate to begin with, & the multiple 
guitars here (at least three?) aren't nearly as interesting as 
Mascis' own layered pop songs, or the Youth's rough interplay, 
although they do manage to stretch out in a bit in an agreeable 
way on "Why Don't We Do It...". Was there any reason for this 
record other than as a selling point for subscriptions to the 
singles club? Buy their double 7" on Forced Exposure/Ecstatic 
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Peace instead. (Sub Pop) 

MEMBRANES/THAT PETROL EMOTION split 7" 

The sixth and final installment of the Clawfist split 7" 
series, ending it on a real high note—the Membranes take "Big 
Decision", one of TPE’s interminable and forgettable dance 
remixes, and mm it into a full-fledged droning workout. That 
Petrol Emotions version of "Everybody’s Goin' Triple Bad Acid 
Yeah!" is even better, beginning with a straight-laced 
description of "musicians performing psychedelic music under 
the influence of a mind-altering chemical...", then a hopping 
rhythm and lots of acid lead guitar to flesh out the brief 
original. The record includes an insert describing the next 6 
Clawfist singles, which look as tasty as the previous set, 
kicking off with a Loop/Godflesh pairing that’d be real 
promising. Unfortunately, Nick Brown, Mr. Clawfist, has been 
fired by Vinyl Experience, who financed & distributed the 
series, so their appearance looks questionable at best. Too bad. 
(Clawfist) 

PHANTOM SURFERS 7"EP 

If any readers, when you hear the term "surf music", think 
"Beach Boys! Jan and Dean!", then you’ve got some re¬ 
education in line, and this is the perfect record to start with. 
This is the kind of music that six-oh garage bands were playing 
before they found a singer, bought a farfisa, & started pounding 
out versions of "Gloria" & "96 Tears". The Phantom Surfers do 
a credible job of revitalizing it as their crosstown co- 
conspirators, the Mummies, do of the latter style. And the 
similarities continue—this is recorded with the same wonderful 
lo-fi sound, as if they added the wet reverb here by opening up 
some blank space on the master tape & pouring an extra load of 
hiss onto it. I'm still too much of a surf neophyte to compare 
these tracks to the great volume of existing surf music—they all 
sound like standards to me (even the originals), with all the 
ingredients: trebly, reverb-soaked guitars, a real thin drum 
sound, and little bass to speak of. Along with the Shockwaves 
these guys are gonna be spearheading the surf revival—catch the 
wave before you wipe out! (Estrus) 


SUPERCHUNK "Fishing/Cool" 7" 

In my opinion, Mac & co. have been responsible for some of 
the best original-sounding, non-derivative commercially- 
oriented punk since, say, Husker Du & the Placemats signed to 
Warner Bros. "Pumpkin" and "Slack Motherfucker" are a couple 
of the memorable rave-ups to come my way over the last couple 
of years, but "Fishing" is not. Not to say that it's bad—I slapped 
the vinyl on my turntable with some pretty high expectations. 
The riffs are still as powerful & tuneful as ever, especially on 
"Cool", which builds up to big harmonic conclusion. It starts 
in a slow, unobtrusive mood, but goes through all the possible 
changes in tempo, texture and melody, and ends up as a major 
anthem with huge choruses by the time Mac sings "and we're 
cooler than you/and you know it's true". Maybe it's still not 
quite up to "Slack MoFo" but I know that lots of people whose 
opinions I respect will contest that assertion. I'm probably just 
saying that because that last hit was such a direct, hook-you-in- 
the-first-minute-and-never-let-go tune, while "Cool" just takes 
a few more spins to do it. (Merge) 

VERMONSTER "Spirit Of Yma" LP 

This album, a Crystalized Movements side project (with 
main man Wayne Rodgers plus two, as well as Forced 
Exposure 's Jimmy Johnson on guitar and bassist Rebecca Odes 
from Love Child), proves that Americans can do that horrible 
noise thing just as well as any Japanese (Boredoms, Null) or 
Limeys (Godflesh, Skullflower) without ever sounding 
mechanized or formulaic. Once you get past the ridiculous 
spoken introductions extolling the virtues of "Australia’s 
number one rock export" and Wendy and Bonnie's Genesis (two 
items probably found only in the guitarist's record collection 
and nowhere else in the world), you're slammed into an obsidian 
(black and seamless) wall of screaming guitar noise and 
feedback that provides the continuous undercurrent to most of 
the record. The music, when present, is immersed in a thick 
pool of noise & is occasionally pulled out of the sludge, 
revealing thick tunes underneath as the feedback slowly drips 
off, before being lowered to soak in the sludge again. There are 
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only four "songs" here-all lengthy jams, with the first two 
buried together underneath all the noise. "The Lions" sounds 
the most like the Movements, beginning with a chiming guitar 
intro of Rodgers’ very recognizable psychedelic fuzz-pop and a 
genuine rock tempo tune and choruses of wah-wah noise before 
it dissolves back into the morass (and back out again). It's the 
coherent ebb and flow between the noise and rudimentary 
tunelessness that will prevent the album from sounding 
monotonous to anyone with an attention span. There's an order 
to the mess, and a method to the madness that makes this LP a 
fine one to have. (Forced Exposure) 

DEAD MOON "Over The Edge/In The Altitudes" 7" 

I've believed for some time that Europeans have better taste 
in American music than most citizens of this country do. In the 
early 80's bands like the Dream Syndicate headlined 50,000- 
seat festivals in Spain and Denmark (that there are 50,000 rock 
fans in Denmark is impressive enough). But Fred Cole has been 
in Euro favorite since his days in the Lollipop Shoppe back in 
the 60's, and records by this, his current band, garner rave 
reviews in publications like Germany's Hartbeat and the UK's 
Bucketful of Brains . Despite a Northwestern home, Dead 
Moon's variety of 60's rock is more in the LOVE/Watchband 
garage pop vein than of the Sonics/Wailers screaming garage 
punk variety. Memorable tunes, with rough playing, never 
reeking of commerciality. DM's previous four 7"'s are all also 
worthwhile acquisitions. (Tombstone) 

POCKET FISHERMEN “Dead Dog/Sodom & Gomorrah” 7” 

To those averse to long songs-be forewarned that these two 
total over 10 minutes. “Dead Dog” is almost two songs-a punk 
one at the beginning and end, with a long mid-tempo section in 
between that attempts to be anthemic and climactic, and is 
saved from failure only by the return of the faster tune. Both 
songs have a big rock sound that still wouldn’t be commercial 
at 3 minutes per, but both go on for too long. The Austin 
weirdness here brings to mind Ed Hall, but without being as 
twisted as the truly great bands (Pain Teens, Lithium Xmas) 
from the area. (50 Skidillion Watts) 

CHILDREN’S CRUSADE “Scorpio Moon” 7”EP 

Three tracks by Death Of Samantha/Starvation Army 
members Doug Gillard and Fraser Sims, in their first project 
(1985) together. Ranges from murky throbbing pop to 
anthemic rockers, in an unceasing state of moving flux. Sims 
rants and growls about whores, suicide, threats, murder & other 
subjects in the true Cleveland fashion reminiscent of the 
undertow that sucks hapless souls under Lake Erie’s polluted 
surface to a muddy grave. “Blue Venus Aflame”, the mysterious 
A-side, slithers around your head, licking your ears with its 
flame, never burning &. barely singeing until the fires are 
drowned out by the rubbery crescendo of echoing guitars. Be 
sure to check out the illustrated lyrics in issue #3 of Ragnarok , 
Steve Wainstead’s (who wrote some of the liner notes) great 
Clevo zine (available through Scat). “Your Time Is Through” 
rocks straight ahead & wouldn’t be out of place on a DOS or SA 
record. “St. Jack’s Bible” starts off with oblique guitar notes, 
before settling into a one-riff murky rant about “lead and 
charcoal and bones and bibles”. The informative (and 
opinionated) liner notes round out the desirability of this 
package (up to Scat’s usually high standards). In-yr-face 
scumrock it’s not, but if you get too close you’ll be 
overwhelmed. (Scat) 

SHAGRAT (THE VAGRANT) “Amanda/Peppermint Flick 
Stick” 7” 

The well-informed among you will have read about this years 
ago in Forced Exposure #11 (who are apparently the sole US 
distributor for this record) with Gibby on the cover, in Nigel 
Cross’ essential Larry Wallis interview. Now for the rest of 
you: after Steve Took was booted from Tyranosaurus Rex (well 
before Mark Bolan went glam) for being busted for drug use & 
general unreliability (one of the reasons why this is Shagrat’s 
only recording), he first hooked up with ex-head-Deviant Mick 
Farren (while the rest of the band was stranded in San Francisco) 
and ex-Tomorrow/Pretty Things drummer/personality Twink to 
form the original Pink Faeries, who never recorded together 
(although the others appear on Mick’s Mona—The Carnivorous 
Circus solo LP), and didn’t last long before Farren and Took had 


a row and split (the band’s potential was quite limited anyway, 
owing to the fact that all three members were much better 
conceptualizes than musicians). Twink continued the Pink 
Faeries with the rest of the Deviants (Paul Rudolph, Duncan 
Sanderson and Russell Hunter) once they made it back to 
England, and Took joined up with guitar-whiz and future Pink 
Faerie Larry Wallis & his mates (ex-Entire Sioux Nation) to 
form Shagrat the Vagrant. Due to Took’s instability, they only 
managed one gig (at the legendary Phun City, which included 
the MC5 on the bill) and the recording of two or three songs 
before disintegrating. 20 years later Mr. Wallis has made both 
of these tracks finally available for our admiration. The sound 
quality (from acetate demo) ain’t perfect, but it has a warm, 
rough, 60’s-comp feel, and all the vocals and instruments are 
perfectly discernible. “Amanda” is a pleasant, melancholy 
acoustic number which restricts its appeal to fans of the period 
by keeping Larry on bass. But “Peppermint Flick Stick”, 
despite its thinly-recorded sound, is powerful melodic psych 
with sexual overtones in the lyrics sung over primal chords, 
backed up by Wallis’ frantic playing all over his fretboard and 
wahwah pedal with Hendrix-influenced pyrotechnics and 
melody (I heard a bit of “1983” from Electric Ladvland in the 
tune). If you’ve ever dug the Pink Fairies’ primitive psychedelic 
grunge, this is pretty essential, and it’s still a worthwhile 
record by today’s standards, (try Forced Exposure) 
POOPSHOVEL "I Came, I Saw, I Had A Hot Dog" CD 

Poopshovel are a band who make gestures toward appealing 
to a crossover audience with varied tastes and alienating any 
fans by haphazardly throwing ingredients of too many cross- 
fertilizing genres into their mix. A couple tracks are simply 
mid-tempo to normal speed non-direct p-rock, but most are 
sliced with varying degrees of funk, metal & blues influences. 
The end result is a unit who could easily be written off as 
bandwagon-jumping thrash/funksters (or is it funk/thrashers?). 
And if they were from the Bay Area, I believe I'd have done that 
already. They do have that Minneapolis noisy guitat that sets 
them a notch above, but the metallic solos bring it back down 
& they probably don't even wank out enough to make them 
appeal to the metal crowd either. On the plus side, the trumpet 
playing on some of the bluesier songs is appealing & cuts 
loose into some wild squealing on occasion. There are things to 
like about this record, but to earn my recommendation 
Poopshovel are going to have to work on the proportionality 
of their influences. (Community 3) 

VOCO KESH "Ispepnaibara" LP 

Warning: Don't watch this omelette-colored and patterned 
disc spin around on your turntable if you're hung over. It's not 
pretty. All-instrumental side project from Richard Franecki, 
one of the main movers behind F/i, America's top space rock 
band. The music is mostly divided between driving rhythms 
overlayed with skittering, slightly echoed guitar, and slower 
drones by a cheap analog (the only kind that matters!) synth 
playing waveforms and melodies, with the mood ranging from 
mysterious to heavy. The sound isn't as dense as on the 
recordings by today's best practitioners of that brain-sqeezing 
lo-fi grind (Helios Creed, Monster Magnet, V3, F/i for drums), 
perhaps because this is mostly a one-man project (except for 
drums), and the guitar might come across as too clean for those 
minimalist melodies (a version of "The Circle Is The Square" 
without all the synth washes and whorls of F/i's original) that 
hop around the inside of your skull. As with F/i (and early 
Hawkwind), there's a definite tendency to lock onto a solid riff 
and repeat as desired, although for no longer than 7 minutes 
here. "Number 31", running nearly that long, is a crystalline 
jam, executed unbelievably loose with an on-off lead and a 
hypnotic, high-pitched synth that leaves your skin crawling 
and your lobes shaking. Sounds for times when feeling as 
though you should be viewing your environment from an 
entirely different perspective. (RRR) 

HALO OF FLIES "Big Mod Hate Trip" 7" 

It’s been well worth the wait for new Halos material, as the A 
side is better than their last 3 or 4 singles. You already know 
the formula—a great hook thrashed out a by shrapnel-spitting 
lead, breaks that go into fits of wild degeneracy and shitty 
production (the bass js present but it's the trebliest record of the 
issue). "Tired And Cold" might be their best since "Richie's 
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Dog". "Waste Of Time'"s a good flip, too, with backing vocals 
which alternately sound like reedy doo-wop or stoopid metal 
chant mixed way under a pounding HOF rocker. Plus, you gotta 
love the sleeve, which has Haze & the gang decked out in 
parkas and target t-shirts with scooters (and a .44) as props. 
(Amphetamine Reptile) 

POWERTRIP “Live Demons” 7”EP 

Shitty recording of Jeff Dahl’s post-Samoans early 80’s 
hardcore/speedmetal aggro in action in early 1983. I normally 
don’t like those styles but Dahl’s songs are pretty good 
(especially “Demons”, which is damn near hummable, and 
includes a tasty non-metal gtr solo), given the limitations of 
the genre. “I Got A Right” is one of the rawest, most energetic 
Stooges covers I’ve ever heard, but I’d still take the version 
sung by Bliss Blood (Pain Teens’ Qbliviated cassette) over any 
other. (Dog Meat) 

1313 MOCKINGBIRD LANE “Monkey Cage Girl/Pretty 
Boys” 7” 

The first couple bars of echoed gtr made me expect a bunch of 
Cramps worshippers (like we really need another Mad Daddys) 
but then the farfisa comes in with some crunching guitar & 
we’ve got some of the muddiest six-oh garage around on our 
hands. “Haunted Haussman’”s vocals have a lot of power, but 
the production (although not nearly as lo-fi as The Mummies’) 
doesn’t quite carry them through—the whole record sounds thin 
except for the organ on top of everything. “Pretty Boys” 
moves at a more laid-back pace, with reverb-soaked fuzz gtr that 
wouldn’t be out as place on a Creation record. It’s a sneering put 
down of those fashion plates that women ignore us ugly rockers 
for (speak for y our selfScrut Editor). These guys sound like 
they play in sleazier bars than any other extant NW garage 
band—they’re a group to keep your eyes on ‘cause they have the 
all-important ATTITUDE. (Scarab) 

SONIC BOOM "Drone Dream" 7"EP 

Mr. Boom's back with another solo project after his 
dissapointingly commercial side of the final Spacemen 3 LP. 
And the title's about as accurate as you can get—three of the 
phased/echoed/backwards-recorded are drones that have been an 
integral part of the backing tracks to the Spacemen's later 
recordings. No vocals, no guitars (at least recognizably), no 
ROCK; just waves of trance-inducing, mind-numbing ethereal 
sounds. Not for those with short attention spans, but if you 
enjoyed S3's Dreamweapon LP, then this is the perfect 
soundtrack for your next field trip to the frontal lobes. 
(Sympathy) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "If I Could Hear You I Would Hit You" 
7"EP 

Yet another 4-band 7" comp, from a new label in Southern 
CA, featuring psych/pop bands with hard-edged but melodic 
guitar sounds reminiscent of the Crystalized Movements. 
Nothing Painted Blue come out with the most speed & the most 
hooks with "Go To Waste", a simple rocker in the Sister Ray 
(the band) vein. Nick "Bevis Frond" Saloman's appearance on 
the Primordial Undermind track is a little disappointing, since 
he's only playing bass here, but Eric Am's guitar playing 
meanders in a Frondish manner in the intro, and successfully 
carries the rest of the tune. Good stuff. A couple of fair distorto- 
guitar/vocal tracks are presented by Shoeface (fast) and The Bux 
(slow; the singer, I.O. Coca, sounds like Jad Fair or The 
Residents), that mostly serve to fill the space between the other 
two. (Baby Huey) 

HELIOS CREED ‘The Warming/My Spaceman” 7” 

This marks one of the high points in the ex-Chrome 
guitarist’s uneven (in quality, not style) solo career. “The 
Warming” begins with some tasty growling synth and distorto- 
vocals, which form a foundation for the entire track, before the 
typically-Creed Monster Riff kicks in. The chorus, though, 
holds back rather than racing ahead, which, as with most of 
Chrome’s recordings, makes it hard to find the song completely 
satisfying. Still, the sum total of the various noises and loose 
soloing add up to make it a winner. “My Spaceman” meanders at 
a slower place, with even more prevalent synth backing & not 
as much to offer. To bring his live performance up to the quality 
of his records Helios needs to find a synth/electronics player 
with proper vocal FX to work with. That could be a 
combination as deadly as Chrome in their heyday. 
(Amphetamine Reptile) 


CONTACTS/LABEL ADDRESSES 

Ajax: P.O. Box 146882, Chicago IL 60614 

Amphetamine Reptile: 2541 Nicollet Ave., Minneapolis MN 55404 

Aroma: 151 11th Ave. #B20, Seattle WA 98122 

Big Flaming Ego: P.O. Box 718, Seattle WA 98111 

Blackjack: P.O. Box 2503, Goleta CA 93118 

Bomp: P.O. Box 7112, Burbank CA 91510 

Butt Rag: P.O. Box 14724, Chicago IL 60614 

Casting Couch: P.O. Box 151222, Columbus OH 43215 

Qawfist: 20 Hanway St., London Wl, ENGLAND 

Community 3: 438 Bedford Ave., Brooklyn NY 11211 

C & P: 109 Minna St., Suite 341, San Francisco CA 94105 

Datapanik: 1992 N. High Street, Columbus OH 43201 

Dionysus: P.O. Box 1975 Burbank CA 

Dog Meat: GPO Box 2366V, Melbourne 3001 AUSTRALIA 

Drag City: P.O. Box 476867, Chicago IL 60647 

Estrus: P.O. Box 2125, Bellingham WA 98227 

50 Skidillion Watts: 5721 SE Laguna Ave., Stuart FL 34997-7828 

Forced Exposure: P.O. Box 9102, Waltham MA 02254 

Frontier: P.O. Box 22, Sun Valley, CA 91353 

Homestead: P.O. Box 800, Rockville Centre NY 11571-0800 

Xloki: P.O. Box 49593, Los Angeles CA 90049 

Jupa: Box 1243, Upland CA 91785 

K: Box 7154, Olympia WA 98501 

L: 6124 Dory Landing Ct., Buike VA 22015 

Magnatone: P.O. Box 2576, El Segundo CA 90245 

Matador: 611 Broadway, Room 311, New York NY 10012 

Merge: P.O. Box 1235, Chapel Hill NC 27514 

New Alliance: P.O. Box 1389, Lawndale CA 90260 

Nuf Sed: Box 591075, San Francisco CA 94159 

Popllama: P.O. Box 95364, Seattle WA 98145 

Rave: P.O. Box 40075, Philadelphia PA 19106 

RRR: 151 Paige St., Lowell MA 01852 

Scarab: P.O. Box 1382, Albany NY 12201 

Scat: P.O. Box 141161, Cleveland OH 44114 

Siltbreeze: P.O. Box 53297, Philadelphia PA 19105 

Sub Pop: P.O. Box 20645, Seattle WA 98102 

Smarten Up!: 304 1320 Salsbury Dr., Vancouver BC, V5L 4B3 
CANADA 

Sympathy: 4901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 90805 
Tombstone: P.O. Box 1463, Clackamas OR 97015 
Touch N* Go: P.O. Box 25520, Chicago IL 60625 
Trigon: 6837 Hanna Ave., Canoga Park CA 91303 
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The Estrus Half Rack 3x7" Box Set 


12 of the drunkest bands in showbiz on three 7" ep's 
packed in a hard box with a custom bar coaster, matches 
and other barfly essentials. Features exclusive cuts from 
Derelicts, Fastbacks, Gorilla, Kings Of Rock, Marble 
Orchard, Mono Men, Mudhoney, The Mummies, 
Phantom Surfers, Prisonshake, Seaweed and Untamed 
Youth. Limited to 2,000 boxes. ESBX3 $15.00 ppd. 


3Jmit cTljc Tz stints (Ciutst CClirh 

Get the next six Estrus Crust singles as well as some 
groovy "members-only" bonuses. Just send us $20 
($25 Canadian/$30 foreign) and you're in! Estrus 
COMING SOON: ROOFDOGS “RAVE UP" 7" EP (CvSt 

Estrus Records P.O. Box 2125 Bellingham WA. 98227 USA 
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_ FOR THE J03 

NUF 5ED wields a "big stick" 
against the monopolistic trusts 
and their undisguised attempts 
to eliminate competitors and 
maintain high prices. NUF SED 
promises to secure for the 
common man "a new freedom from 
the invisible government of 
corrupt business and corrupt 
politics." NUF SED does not and 
will not sell adulterated food, 
fraudulent and dangerous patent 
medicines, or impure meat 
products. NUF SED - The right 
toolforthejob. 

CURRENT RELEASES 

CAROLINES - Kieeofthe Common Woodpile IF. $6 
THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 232’ 2x4e/HorrihleHour7\ $3.50 
ARCHIPELAGO BREWING CO. - CHeweil/Fre&h Fieh/Wueeiee-R-UeT'. $3 50 
JOB’S DAUGHTERS- Prophecy of Panlei and John the Pivine/SinnerManT. $3.50 
CULTURCIPE - A Day at Myjob/Mommyand I Are 0ne7". $3.50 

FORTHCOMING RELEASES 

SUN CITY GIRLS/THINKING FELLERS - Wheat Delueion/Outhoueeofthe Pryeee- Caroliner tribute T. (August) 
BLOW- Take Frank/Sabbath Bloody Sabbath 7'. (August) f 

WORLD OF POOH - A Trip to Your Ton&ile ER (September) 

DUMBHEAD - EP (September) 

Ail prices include postage. Make checks payable to Brandan Kearney, NOT NUF SED. Feel fhseto inquire about 
wholesaleorders. No limited editions, no colored vinyl, no CD’s, no ruthless competition, nofuture. 

NUF SED VISUALISED HISTORY 

BOX 501075, SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94-150 













































